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HERE'S  ANOTHER  WAY  to  give 
hours— c/ays—o(  Camel's  milder, 
tastier  smoking  pleasure — the 
Camel  Holiday  House  containing 
four  boxes  of  the  popular  flat  fifties 
{200  cigarettes}.  This  gay  gift  package 
(belou'},  with  space  for  your 
Christmas  message,  makes  any 
other  wrapping  unnecessary. 


TO  MILLIONS  of  smokers,  to 

many  of  your  friends,  Christmas  isn't 

quite  complete  without  a  gift 

of  Camels.  Make  it  complete  with 

a  carton  {left}— the  famous  Camel 

Christmas  Carton  of  10  packs 

of  20's  that  says  "Merry  Christmas" 

in  every  flavorful  pufl".  It's  ready 

to  give,  handsomely  packaged,  with 

space  for  your  holiday  greeting. 


HE'LL  BE  PROUD  to  receive, 
you'll  be  proud  to  present  this 
Christmas-packaged  pound 
canister  of  mild,  tasty,  cooler- 
burning  Prince  Albert  Smoking 
Tobacco  {below}.  The  National 
Joy  Smoke  always  gets  a  joyous 
welcome — so  rich-looking  in 
its  Christmas  jacket— richer- 
tasting  in  his  pipe! 


i 


CAMELS.  It's  fun  to  give  Camels  for  Christ- 
mas because  you  know  your  gift  will  be  so 
genuinely  welcome — doubly  welcome  to  those 
lads  of  yours  in  the  service . . .  over  here — or 
over  there.  For  cigarettes  are  their  favorite  gift 
■ — Camel,  their  favorite  cigarette.  Remember 
all  your  friends  this  Christmas  with  Camels. 

PRINCE  ALBERT.  Give  him  Prince  Albert  if 
he  smokes  a  pipe.  Give  him  the  big  pound  of 
P.  A.  that  spells  smoking  joy  far  into  the 
New  Year.  Whether  he's  at  camp,  at  sea,  or 
at  home,  he'll  welcome  the  National  Joy 
Smoke.  For  mUd,  cool,  tasty  smoking,  there's 
no  other  tobacco  quite  like  Prince  Albert. 


R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company.  Winston-.Salcin,  X.  C. 
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In  the  Entertainment  World 


THE  THEATRE 

CLAUDIA — Skittish  wife  grows  mature  in 
tlio  end  and  accepts  the  responsibilities 
of  life.  Has  original  cast  with  Dorothy 
McGuire  in  the  title  role.  Selwyn  Theatre. 

PORGY  AND  BESS— George  Gershwin's 
music  is  beautifully  presented  by  Cheryl 
Crawford,  Todd  Duncan,  Etta  Moten  and 
the  choir.    Stndebaker  Theatre. 

JUNIOR  MISS  —  A  teen-age  girl  goes 
berserk.  "  Fuffy, ' '  Junior  Miss's  girl 
friend,  is  a  standout  with  her  bawdy 
remarks.     Harris   Theatre. 

PRIORITIES  OF  1942— "  Vaudeville  is 
Back ' '  says  the  opening  number,  and  we 
guess  that  it  must  be.  The  show  is  head- 
lined by  Lou  Holtz,  Willie  Howard  and 
Bert  Wheeler,  which  is  vaudeville 
enough  for  anyone.    Erlanger  Theatre. 

MAID  IN  THE  OZARKS— Mountain  com- 
edy of  ''love  in  the  rough,"  whieli  is 
still    running.     Great    Xorthern    Theatre. 

GOOD  NIGHT  LADIES— Still  drawing 
large  crowds.  Still  starring  Buddy  Eb- 
son  and  Skeets  Gallagher.  Still  chock 
full  of  laughs  and  girls.  Still  verv  good. 
Blackstone   Theatre. 

THE  MERRY  WIDOW— An  operetta  by 
Franz  Lehar  which  will  run  from  De- 
cember 27  until  January  16.  Selwyn 
Theatre. 

THIS  IS  THE  ARMY— All-soldier  show 
with  Irving  Berlin's  music.  Opens  Janu- 
arv  4  for  two  weeks.  Selwvn  or  Erlanger 
Theatre. 

LADY  IN  THE  DARK— Moss  Hart's  mu- 
sical play  presents  Gertrude  Lawrence  in 
the  lead  role.  January  18.  Civic  Opera 
House. 

THE  EVE  OF  ST.  MARK— War  drama  by 
Maxw'ell  Anderson  will  open  about  Jan- 
uarv  12.  Either  Selwvn  or  Erlanger 
Theatres. 

THE  MUSIC  WORLD 
ORCHESTRA   HALL— Tlie    regular   sched- 
ule   of   concerts   continues  under   the    di- 
rection of  Hans  Lange.  Popular  Concerts, 
Saturdays  at  8:15  p.m. 

Nathan  Milsteiu  is  presented  in  his 
only  Chicago  recital.  The  violin  solos 
include  Mozart's  "Adagio  ami  Rondo" 
and  the  ''Sonata  in  G  Minor"  by  Bach. 
December  6. 

The  all-girl  Chicago  Piano  Symphony 
Orchestra  renders  a  concert  of  Sho,sta- 
kovich,  Tschaikow^sky,  Strauss  and  other 
famous  composers.    January  11.    8:30  p.m. 

Dorothy  Crost,  ' '  Chicagoland  's  Out- 
standing Pianist,''  presents  her  debut 
recital.    January  5. 

Rosalyn    Tureck,    widely    honored    for 

her  achievements   on   the   piano,   returns 

to  Chicago,  Feliruary  2. 

CHICAGO  OPERA  COMPANY—' '  II  Trov 

atore,"  is  presented  on  consecutive  Sun- 


days under  the  direction  of  Fortune 
Gallo.  Kerstin  Thorborg,  Giovanni  Mar- 
tinelli,  and  others  are  featured.  Decem- 
ber 6  and  1:'. 

AT  THE  HOTELS 
THE  PALMER  HOUSE— Griff  Williams 
and  his  ' '  most  danceable  music ' '  are 
featured  with  the  dance  satirists  "The 
Hartmans"  in  the  Empire  Room.  Hil- 
degarde  and  Joe  Eeichman's  orchestra 
will  take  the  spotlight  on  January  7  for 
a  ten-week  engagement.  Griif  will  re- 
turn at  tlmt  time  for  an  unlimited  pe- 
riod. 

THE  DRAKE— Charles  Wright  and  his  or- 
chestra are  "ideally  suited"  to  the  Cam- 
elia  House.  Veterans  Lee  Sims  and 
Llomay  Gailey  share   the  honors. 

THE  SHERMAN— Alvino  Key  is  entertain 
ing  with  his  orchestra  and  ' '  Stringy, ' ' 
his  electric  guitar,  at  the  Panther  Rixun. 
The  Make-believes  and  the  College  Inn 
models  continue.  Stan  Kenton  takes 
over  the  bandstand  December  3,  and 
<'Iaiid('   Tliiirnliill   is  scheduled  to  follow. 

THE  BLACKSTONE— The  Mayfair  Room 
presents  Niel  Bondshn  and  his  orchestra 
with  the  dancing  of  Renee  DeMarco. 

THE   CINEMA 
THE     CHICAGO— '■  The     Major     and     the 
Miniir''    with    Lawrence    Welk     on     the 

stage. 

''Springtime    in    the    Rockies"    with 
Dick  Jurgens'  band  for  two  weeks. 

' '  Road  to  Morocco  ' '  with  Les  Brown  's 
orchestra,  also  for  two  weeks. 
THE      STATE-LAKE  — ' '  Now     Voyager  ' ' 
continues. 

"For  Me  and  My  Gal"  will   run  into 
January. 

THE     ROOSEVELT  — "Gentleman     Jim" 

will  1)0  followed  by  "George  Washington 

Slept   Here. ' ' 
THE     UNITED     ARTISTS  — "  Moon     and 

Sixpence"  is  to  be  followed  by  "White 

Cargo. ' ' 
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THE  ORIENTAL— The  "Three  Stooges" 
anil  the  "Merrimacs"  on  the  stage. 
Following  them  will  be  Dick  Stabile  and 
orchestra  with  Grace  Barrie.  Next  will 
come  Earl  Carroll's  "Vanities,"  Eddie 
Howard's  band,  and  then  Harrv  How- 
ard's "Bombshells  of   1943." 

THE  WORLD  PLAYHOUSE— "  Lady  in 
Distress"  and  the  Russian  "In  the  Rear 
of  the  Enemy ' '  will  be  presented  in 
consecutive  order  for  a  minimum  run  of 
two  weeks  each. 

ON  THE  CAMPUS 

DECEMBER   11— "  Iceland  "   and   "Pana- 
nui  Hattie"  are  tempered  at  the  Varsity. 
"Orchestra   Wives"  and   "Across   the 
Pacific"  play  at  the   Valencia. 

DECEMBER  12— Basketball  game.  North- 
w-estcrn  vs.  Notre  Dame. 

DECEMBER  13  — "Wake  Island"  and 
"Cress   Roads"  open  at  the  Valencia. 

DECEMBER  14— Basketball  game.  North- 
western  \s.  Iowa  Naval  Cadets. 

DECEMBER  18— "  Tales  of  Manhattan" 
and   "Bambi''  o]ien  at  the   Varsity. 

The  Valencia  screens  ' '  Sherlock 
Holmes  in  Voice  of  Terror"  and  "Just 
Off  Broadwav."  Thev  are  followed  by 
"Gay  Sisters"  and  "The  Pied  Piper" 
on  liec.  20. 

DECEMBER     19— j'all     quarter    examina- 
tions   end    and    Christmas    recess    begins. 
Basketball     game.      Northwestern     vs. 
Pittsburgh. 

JANUARY  4  — Registration  for  winter 
quarter  begins. 

Basketball  game.  Northwestern  vs. 
Illinois. 

JANUARY  15  — Scott  Hall  Nite  Club. 
Tickets  available  at  Scott  Hall. 

The  Pan-American  Conference,  Dr. 
Plvce  speaker.    Cahn  Auditorium. 

JANUARY  16— Basketball  game.  North- 
western vs.  Notre  Dame. 

JANUARY  18— Basketball  game.  North- 
western vs.  Iowa. 

JANUARY  20-23— The  Dolphin  Water 
Show.  N.U. 's  new  counterpart  to  the 
Waa  Mu.  Show.    Patten  Gymnasium. 

JANUARY  23— Scott  Hall  Open  House. 
Scott  Hall. 

Basketball  game.  Northwestern  vs. 
Iowa   in  their  second  tilt. 

JANUARY  25— Basketball  game.  North- 
western vs.  Minnesota. 

JANUARY  30— Basketball  game.  North- 
western vs.  Indiana. 

FEBRUARY  3,  4,  5— The  University  Thea- 
tre presents  ''The  Mistress  of  the  Inn." 

FEBRUARY  6 — Second  Semester  Stomp. 
Patten   Gymnasium,  8:30  to   12:30. 

— K.  JENSEN 
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EADiNc  FOR  THE  HUDDLE,  anv  minutc  now,  will  be  Joyce  Ret 
Alpha  Phi,  and  Herb  Lchrter,  Kappa  Sig.  Her  two-piece,  go-everywhere  suit 
is  a  rayon,  wool,  and  cotton  mixture,  in  brown  and  white,  navy  and  white,  or 

and  white  checks  with  grosgrain  binding.  6.50  for  the  top,  4.95  for  the  skirt.  His  western  suede  jacket, 
with  Boone-ish  fringe  on  sleeves  and  yoke,  is  leather-buttoned,  20.00 


COLLEGE  SHOP  •  4TH  FLOOR  ^ 
men's  toggery  shop  •  2ND  FLOOR/ 
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•''    ET  IT  RAIN,  LET  IT  POUR  *  nothing  bothcrs  Nancy  Berthold,  Theta, 
'cause  she  is  wearing  a  Skinner's  tackle-twill  coat,  water-repellent,  wind-resistant,  that  doubles 
as  a  terrific  evening  wrap,  by  the  way  25.00.  Todd  Evans,  D.U.,  is  on  the  dry  side,  too,  in  a  weatherstyle 

gabardine  raincoat  by  Alligator,  25.75.  That  all-wool  scarf  on  Nancy's  curls  has 

hand-tied  tassels,  comes  in  many  colors 


^         UNING   IN   ON   A   FIRESIDE   CHAT,    \VC   filld   Toilimy  HuttOll,    Dclt,   loolcillg 

plenty  suave  in  a  Dcrrymoor  3-piece  suit  woven  in  America  of  imported  wool.  Comes  in 
grey  or  brown,  herringbone  or  diagonal,  for  39.50.  \'crn  \\'agner,  Phi-Ep,  prefers 
the  casual  comfort  of  this  California-madc  leisure  coat  of 
camel  and  wool.  15.00  for  the  loafer,  10.00  for 
the  well-tailored,  all-wool  slacks 


men's  toggery  shop 

2ND   FLOOR 
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men's  toggery  Shop 

2ND  FLOOR 


DISAGREE  WITH  THIS  AUTHOR,  asscits  Allan  Knights,  as  Fred  Pohlman,  PiKA, 

kibitzes  over  his  shoulder.  They  both  agree,  however,  that  their  all-wool  robes  are  just  right  for 

warmth  and  comfort.  That's  an  imported,  authentic  Scotch  tartan  robe  on  Allan,  and  it's  )ust  16.95  for  clan 

plaids  Royal  Stewart,  Red  Fraser,  Buchanan,  Hunting  Stewart,  and  Dress  Gordon.  The  Hannel  Comet 

with  piping  down  front  comes  in  maroon  or  blue.  15.00 


EADV    FOR    A    lUiLL    SESSION 


That's  Pollv  Sihcrs,  AEPhi,  in  an  all-wool  flannel  robe 
of  red  or  navv,  piped  in  \\lnte,  19.50.  All  set  to  hear  the  news 
is  Nancy  Lcvinc,  Kappa,  wearing  black  velvet  slacks  and  a  pink  moire  jacket.  16.95  over  all, 

and  the  top  comes  in  blue,  too.   (Parents:  take  note— these  i 
would  look  scrumptious  under  a  Christmas  tree! 
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In  Universitatis 

FOR  YEARS  we  have  been  hear- 
ing about  inconsistencies  here  at 
Northwestern.  Of  late,  however,  we 
have  been  comforted  to  notice  that 
the  City  of  Chicago  has  outdone 
almost  any  and  all  foolishness  we've 
seen  around  here.  "Women  can't  sit 
at  bars,  you  know.  All  you  can  do 
now  is  sit  at  a  table  next  to  the  bar 
on  bar  stool  and  order  your  drinks 
from  the  bartender.  Sitting  there 
with  an  arm  on  the  bar  and  a  drink 
in  hand,  both  men  and  women  can 
sit  and  ruminate  the  glories  of  Coun- 
ty legislation,  glorying  in  their  vice 
of  bar  perching,  and  yet  free  from 
the  degrading  disgrace  of  losing  one's 
figure  by  directly  facing  the  bar. 

"We  have  never  held  a  brief  for  the 
strict  grammarian.  Indeed  we  are  in 
favor  of  an  expanding  language,  nor 
have  we  ever  been  one  to  say  "an" 
hat.  However  we  were  a  little  upset 
on  hearing  of  a  predicament  Dean 
Addison  Hibbard  once  discovered 
himself  in.  In  one  of  the  first  themes 
he  ever  received,  one  girl  wrote,  "I 
sometimes  sit  and  wonder  about  how 
wonderful  it  is  to  wake  n]i  in  your 
bed." 

If  you  are  fortunate  enough  and 
walk  qnietl.y  enough,  there  is  that 
chance  that  in  front  of  the  Navy 
Lunt  Building  you  may  see  the  one 
sentry  who  does  a  neat  cakewalk. 

It  is  a  little  unnerving  to  have  all 
the  accoutrements  of  a  war — ration- 
ing, war  bond  drives,  blood  donor 
drives,  uniforms  cavorting  around, 
and  a  general  pompous  air  of  sacri- 
fice— with  none  of  the  realization  of 
war.  Here  in  the  Middle  "West  we 
sit  around  quietly  thinking  of  what 
we  had  best  hoard  next  and  reading 
three  different  accounts  of  one  story 


in  three  different  newspapers.  After 
overeating  on  Sunday,  a  sort  of  vacu- 
ity possesses  us  and  then  vague  and 
uneasy  stirrings  occur  along  with  the 
Kostelanetz  hour. 
Then  we  take  out 
a  letter  from  that 
friend  in  Egypt, 
and  by  the  time 
that  Jack  Benny 
c  0  m  e  s  on  we're 
positively  yearn- 
ing for  a  blackout. 

Facts-for-your- 
fingertips 

E  r  r  o  1  Flynn's 
new  j)icture.  Des- 
perate Journey,  is 
being  double-fea- 
tured with  Are 
Husbands  Neces- 
sary ? 

Phi  Bete 

This  has  been  on  our  mind  for 
sometime,  and  we  feel  that  it  should 
be  cleared  up.  It  was  not  Bergen 
Evans  who  put  his  Phi  Beta  Kappa 
key  on  his  dog.  He  does  not  have  a 
dog.  "When  questioned  he  answered. 
"That  would  be  showing  entirely  too 
much  concern  for  the  dog  and  the 
key."  It  was  Bill  Nims  who  put  his 
Phi  Beta  Kappa  key  on  his  dog.  He 
had  nothing  to  say,  but  he  no  longer 
has  a  dog.    "We  don't  think. 

Action  on  tlie  Future 

The  effects  of  the  Council  of  the 
Future  have  already  become  apjiar- 
ent.  The  Evanston  Hub  has  organized 
"Babyland,"  a  display  of  the  finest 
infant  wear,  in  the  interests  of  the 
America  that  is  to  be. 


American  Gothic 

Slacks  were  bad  enough.  But  a 
few  days  ago  we  saw  a  girl  walking 
through  the  Deering  Periodical  Room 
in  overalls!  We 
don't  want  to  feel 
that  courses  are  so 
much  work  that 
it's  best  to  study  in 
overalls.  "We're  ac- 
customed to  being 
well  attired,  even 
during  final  exams. 
If  the  girl  knows 
how  to  use  a  maul 
and  a  hammer, 
however,  she's  just 
the  person  we 
want  in  Deering. 
You  see,  we're  get- 
ting tired  of  all 
those  elves  and 
spooks  who  orna- 
ment the  portals. 
And  we're  pretty 
tired  of  that  little  fat  man  of  stone 
who  sits  on  the  banisters  leading  up 
to  the  second  floor.  In  an  age  that 
must  look  ahead  and  be  ahead,  such 
dismal  Gothic  trumiiery  is  out  of 
place.  So  overall  girl,  hack  away, 
and  goodbye  to  all  that. 

Les  Orioles 

According  to  the  Sun,  iliss  Ger- 
trude Charny  of  Rogers  Park  has 
formed  a  Society  of  the  Friends  of 
Birds.  "Ours,"  she  says,  "is  one  of 
the  few  remaining  nations  where 
birds  may  take  refuge,"  and  she  be- 
lieves that  in  these  times  when  we 
are  trying  to  save  mankind,  we 
should  also  try  to  save  the  birds. 

"We're  not  so  enthusiastic  about 
her  idea.  "We  say  this  in  spite  of  the 
fact  that  we  are  fond  of  many  of  the 
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feathered  creatures.  We  like  pea- 
cocks and  turkej'  with  chestnut  dress- 
ing. We  admire  the  carrier-pigeons 
who  work  for  the  United  Nations  as 
fully  as  Professor  Colegrove  does, 
and  hate  the  Axis  carrier-pigeons  as 
fully  as  he  does.  But  we  think  that 
tliere  are  times  when  little  birds 
should  be  seen  and  not  heard.  As  a 
friend  of  ours  in  Latham  House  put 
it,  "there's  hardly  a  morning  in 
which  the  darn  things  don't  shoot  oft' 
their  mouths  and  wake  him  up."  Un- 
til the  birds  show  some  respect  for 
our  sleep,  we  are  opposed  to  extend- 
ing the  Atlantic  Charter  to  them. 
Tliere  now.  we've  said  it. 

Tradition 

After  reading  the  "Trutli,  The 
Whole  Truth,  and  Nothing  But  the 
Truth"  billoards  of  tlie  Chicago  Sun, 
we  were  a  little  surprised  to  find 
Lydia  Piukham  pandering  her  goods 
in  its  pages. 

It  reminds  us  of  the  Salem  witches 
trials.  After  the  Massachusetts  judge 
Avould  ask  for  the  "truth,"  the  de- 
mon-haunted witness  would  report 
tliat  he  had  seen  tigers  with  mon- 
key's tails,  green  ghosts,  and  grand- 
father's clocks  that  ran  around  the 
room. 

Fighting  Green 

We  always  liked  the  green  on  our 
"Lucky  Strike"  wrappers,  and  we  are 
disappointed  to  see  that  it  has  been 
replaced  by  plain  white.   The  Ameri- 


can Tobacco  people,  who  ought  to 
know,  reveal  that  the  green  "has 
gone  to  war."  AVell,  if  that's  the  way 
it  is.  we  won't  complain  so  much. 
These  are  days  when  everybody  has 
to  do  his  duty.  And  we  like  to  feel 
that  while  President  Snyder  is  over 
Iiere  talking,  the  green  is  over  there 
fighting. 

Ga})(>si.^ 

A  friend  of  ours  tells  us  about  a 
terrilile  thing  that  liappened  at  a 
])arty.  The  hostess'  father  made  the 
ice-cream,  and  when  it  was  supposed 
to  be  served  it  was  so  hard  that  the 
guests  had  to  wait  a  half-hour  for  it. 

If  we  were  to  have  such  a  long  wait 
as  this  during  an  exchange-dinner,  it 
would  be  awful.  For  the  best  thing 
about  the  food  we've  eaten  at  other 
Greek  houses  is  that  it  enabled  us 
to  look  at  our  plates  rather  than  at 
our  partner  and  to  kee])  our  mouths 
too  full  to  talk.  It's  dismal  to  ima- 
gine what  would  occur  during  such 
a  half-hour.  Maybe  somebody  would 
read  a  Will  Miller  article,  with  its 
discussion  of  antediluvian  elections. 
Or  maybe  the  house-mother  would 
tell  how  higlily  she  thinks  of  Mel 
Hodell.  But  then  maybe  they  would 
all  decide  not  to  have  any  more  ex- 
change-dinners. 

National  Reputation 

An  acquaintance  of  ours  was  rid- 
ing down  a  swanky  hotel  elevator  in 
all  his  Alpha  Delt  insignia.    He  had 


RED   +    CROSS 

BLOOD  BANK 


'TV7(ere  can  I  open  a  savlHija  uwountr 


on  Alpha  Delt  cuft'-links.  Alpha  Delt 
rings,  Alplia  Delt  watch,  not  to  men- 
tion the  pin  on  liis  lapel.  The  man 
standing  next  to  him  in  the  elevator 
asked,  "Are  you  from  Constantinople 
too?" 

Final  Piites 

The  other  evening,  that  nice  warm 
evening,  a  girl  was  standing  in  front 
of  the  Delta  Gamma  House.  About 
a  hundred  yards  away  (we  know  this 
sliould  be  an  hundred,  Mr.  Nethercot, 
but,  we  repeat,  we  are  not  strict 
grammarians,  believing  in  freedom 
for  all)  stood  a  young  man  with  a 
bugle.  In  a  moment  lie  began  to  jilay 
Taps,  beautifully,  soulful ly.  When  he 
finished,  he  turned  and  walked  one 
way,  and  she  turned  and  went  off  in 
the  ojiposite  direction. 

Ennugli  of  This 

Ranking  high  on  tlie  list  of  things 
which  we  wish  someone  like  Robert 
Benehley  would  put  an  end  to  are 
the  iiisi]3id  and  bucolic  moron  jokes. 
We  are  just  a  little  wear.y  of  these 
characters  who  run  around  picking 
u]i  heads  and  shouting,  "Joe,  are  you 
hurt,  Joe?"  and  "That's  all  right.  I'd 
have  had  to  answer  the  phone  any- 
way." It's  all  a  little  unseemly  and 
might  lead  to  putting  cockroach  pois- 
on in  scrambled  eggs.  So,  come  on, 
kids,  let's  cut  it  out.  It  isn't  as  if  we 
still  didn't  have  little  Audrey. 

See? 

A  professor  was  chastising  a  stu- 
dent for  a  rambling,  illiterate  theme. 
"But  you  don't  get  me.  Prof,"  whined 
the  student,  "I'm  of  de  James  Joyce 
school." 

In  Defense  of  Marriage 

It  seems  that  when  Sonja  Heiiie 
isn't  skating,  slie  is  getting  herself 
into  hot  water.  Once  she  insulted 
some  Tribune  reporters  so  much  that 
they  gave  her  a  very  tiny  picture, 
whereas  tliey  gave  her  rival  a  very 
large  one.  And  now  the  people  of 
Iceland  disliked  her  movie  "Iceland" 
to  the  point  where  they  got  the 
American  State  Department  to 
change  the  name  to  "Marriage  on 
Ice."  Well,  we  don't  like  Sonja  any 
too  well  either.  And  we  think  that 
Tyrone  Power  and  Anabella  should 
start  complaining  about  this  use  of 
the  word  "Marriage." 
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OECK  THE  HALLS  -  WITH  CHEPE 


I  HATE  IT,  and  it's  coming  any 
day  now.  Col.  McCoi-mick  and 
the  boys  will  forget  past  animosities 
and  indulge  in  feverish  little  games 
with  one  another  to  see  who  will 
print  the  first  tiny  hox  declaring 
ONLY  84  MORE  SIIOPPIXG  DAYS 
UNTIL  XMAS.  Aunt  Beuhla  will 
call  up  periodically  because  the  Tom 
and  Jerrys  taste  like  blanc  mange, 
and  little  children  will  be  runny 
nosed  and  singing  "What  Can  I  Give 
Him.  Poor  as  I  am"  for  the  church 
pageant. 

Don't  mistake  me,  I  adore  Lionel 
Barrymore's  annual  struggle  with 
the  trio  of  ghouls.  But  the  over  the 
river  and  through  the  woods  gaity 
concerning  the  holiday  season  just 
antagonizes  me.  With  the  exception 
of  the  summer  when  I  spent  48  mis- 
erable hours  at  camp  Ivee-wano-wo- 
helo  eating  handfuls  of  dirt  in  hopes 
of  contracting  galloping  anemia, 
Christmas  time  has  been  my  own  per- 
sonal cross  in  life.  It  dates  back  to 
the  day  when  my  annual  loot  added 
up  to  a  cross-eyed  Patsy  doll,  three 
pairs  of  pink  silk  nether  garments, 
and  a  soggy  orange.  I  can  remember 
eyeing  my  second  cousin  Gorden  with 
considerable  venom  and  muttering 
"This  is  a  hell  of  a  note." 

The  situation  and  I  grew  and  I 
reached  the  age  when  I  began  to 
make  lists  of  Boys  I  Love  and  hiding 
them  in  my  gym  bloomers.  That 
Christmas  I  totaled  three  presents 
from  members  of  the  other  sex,  and 
learned  where  the  Achille's  heel  of 
the  male  race  laj',  in  one  fell  swoop. 
That  bit  of  invaluable  information 
was  all  I  got  out  of  the  deal.  The 
three  enticing  bundles  were  revealed. 
A  jig  saw  puzzle  of  Little  Orphan 
Annie  pursued  by  a  host  of  Zulus;  a 
box  of  La  Petite  Bonbon  chocolates 
(Mdiich  I  later  priced  at  17  cents  in 
Woolworth's)  ;  and  a  mother-of- 
pearl  nonentity  which  opened  up  into 
a  rusty  pen  knife,  a  nail  file,  and  some 
undefinable  object  which  I  suspected 
was  designed  for  cleaning  one's  ears. 

It  isn't  that  I  resented  the  fact  that 
the  same  little  boy  across  the  alley 
who  told  me  in  sotto  voice  about  the 
fallacy  of  the  stork  theory,  set  me 
straight  about  jolly  St.  Nick.  It 
isn't  that  no  one  has  ever  told  me 


what  a  WAISSAL  is  and  I  still  enter- 
tain some  startling  opinions  on  the 
subject.  It  isn't  the  fact  that  I  stood 
under  the  mistletoe  for  a  half  hour 
at  a  dancing  school  party  once  and 
no  one  made  a  pass  at  me 
because  I  was  cutting  my 
second  set  of  uppers.  ...  v*- 

Just  don't  tell  me  about 
Granma's  mince  meat 
pies.  .  .  . 

It  was  much  worse 
when  I  reached  the  high 
school  age.  Every  year 
there  was  a  series  of 
Christmas  dances  that 
could  best  be  termed  in 
an  economic  sense,  COM- 
PETITIVE MONOP- 
OLY. I  always  jdanned 
my  campaign  months 
ahead  of  time.  I  said  hello  to  every 
boy  I  knew,  and  winked  at  the  oth- 
ers. I  gave  chewing  gum  to  the  ones 
who  wore  those  spinachy  textured 
sport  jackets  in  my  physics  lab.  I 
even  had  little  parties.  But  only  the 
fat  boy  who  used  to  hold  my  hand  in 
Sunday  school  favored  me  for  a 
waltz  ...  or  two  ...  or  three.  .  .  . 

It's  the  same  thing  every  year.  The 
l)eople  I  have  grown  to  love  as  neigh- 
bors bluster  about  looking  quite 
PRO  BONO  PUBLICO.  They  play 
"Away  in  a  Manger"  over  the  loud 
speaker  on  top  of  the  Wilmette  Bat- 
tery and  Electric  Company.  The  man 
next  door  bellows  a  lusty  OH  DA^MN 
every  time  the  tree  falls  down  again. 
...  I  invariably  receive  one  Christ- 
mas card  ]3ieturing  a  child  in  doctor 
dentins  and  an  indescreetly  bare  bot- 
tom with  the  motto  "Everywhere, 
everywhere,  Christmas  tonight."  .  .  . 
And  I  haven't  missed  the  one  with 
the  glowing  hearth,  the  scottie.  and 
"To  the  finest  companion  a  man  could 
wish,"  mysteriously  signed  "Paul  B.." 
in  years.  Then  I  conjure  up  visions 
of  friends  all  over  the  land  thinking 
fondly  of  me  as  they  lick  another 
Christmas  seal.  And  I  toy  with  the 
thought  of  going  off  in  a  quiet  corner 
somewhere  and  taking  gas.  .  .  . 

Everyone  else  will  be  toujours  gaie 
on  New  Years  Eve.  I  won't  know 
when  it's  twelve  because  my  escort 
will  be  lying  out  in  a  large  drift  of 
snow  looking  quite  chartreuse.  .  .   . 


In  Hollywood  it's  de  rigeur  for  Paul- 
ette  Goddard  to  welcome  the  advent 
of  the  new  year  by  playfully  dislo- 
cating Boyer's  toupee  with  a  spray 
of  champagne  from  a  siphon  bottle. 
.  .  .  You  can  always  find 
me  sitting  on  the  garbage 
pail  in  some  strange 
kitchen  while  a  glowing- 
companion  beats  on  my 
head  v,-ith  a  serving 
spoon. 

My  tongue  gets  twisted 
on  fa  la  la  la  la.  I  never 
fail  to  bump  into  a  friend 
at  the  next  counter  ex- 
changing my  present.  .  .  . 
I  catch  cold  on  sleigh 
rides,  and  everj'  time  I 
step  out  on  the  ice  I'm 
uncomfortably  reminded 
of  the  old  hit  "Slide,  Kelly,  slide." 
.  .  .  I  say  it's  spinach,  and  I  add  a 
feeble  To  Hell  AVith  It. 

— LIBBY  LaBOXTE 


»-^Jn, 


"Latest  dispatches  from  Algeria 
liave  lessened,  if  anything,  concern 
for  Mrs.  Christian  Sorenson.  She 
must  be  safe,  her  friends  reason,  or 
there  would  have  been  word  from  her 
myriad  acquaintances  in  the  Ameri- 
can and  French  colonies.  And  with 
the  Allies  in  control,  she  might  at 
least  be  able  to  supplement  her  soap 
ration  of  five  ounces  per  month." 
Society — Daily  News. 

And  maybe  get  a  free  ticket  to  a 
Turkish  bath? 


WORRYING  WON'T  WIN  THE 
WAR.  BE  CALM  AND  FIRMLY 
RESOLVED  TO  CARRY  ON 

Banish  Thoughts  of  Fear  and  Scarc- 
ity ;  Those  Who  are  Not  Shirking 
Their  Duty  Should  Live 
Normally 

Angelo  Patri  in  the  Daily  News. — 
Shirkers  will  eat  oleomargarine  on 
their  crepes  suzette. 


Pressure    of   Avar   speed-up    program   in- 
creased studiug. 

— Daily  Northicestern 

We've  been  thinking  that  all  along. 


DECEMBER 


19  4  2 
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THE       LIFE       AND       LOVES 


THEY  found  a  rusty  old  ham 
slicer  in  tlie  basement  of  Uni- 
versitj'  Hall  to  add  to  the  scrap  drive 
the  other  day.  The  janitor  said  that 
there'd  been  a  cafeteria  in  the  base- 
ment years  ago.  None  of  the  i^rofes- 
sors  seemed  to  have  heard  of  it — but 
that,  we  found  out,  was  because  they 
were  too  young.  Finally,  we  looked 
up  Dr.  Hatfield,  a  chipper  old  gentle- 
man, who  was  inclined  to  pooh-pooh 
at  the  idea  he  could  tell  us  anything 
of  interest,  but  asked  us  to  sit  down 
anyway.  There  was  a  cafeteria,  he 
finally  remembered,  which  had  been 
run  by  the  Women's  Athletic  Asso- 
ciation in  order  to  raise  funds  for  a 
Women's  Tjuihling.  And  a  ratlier 
queer  establishment  it  was  too.  for 
the  entire  place  lie  said  had  been 
staffed  by  the  students'  mothers  who 
had  worked  without  ])ay.  donating 
the  profits  to  the  buihling  fund.  By 
this  time.  Dr.  Hatfield  had  begun  to 
recall  the  colored  janitor  who  lived 
in  the  basement  of  TT.  H.,  the  ghosts. 
the  cow  incident,  and  all  the  rest. 

Dr.  Hatfield  first  came  to  the  cam- 
pus back  in  1877  Avhen  Evanston  was 
yet,  botli  intellectually  and  materi- 
ally "a  village  of  3000  people  with 
long  streets  lined  by  white  cottages 
and  picket  fences,"  and  he  has  been 
associated  with  the  school  in  various 
capacities  ever  since.  Although  he 
wasn't  here  when  U.  H.  was  built,  he 
remembers  Dr.  Bonbright,  the  Latin 
professor,  who  designed  the  place. 

"Dr.  Bonbright,"  he  said,  "Yes,  an 
elegant,  fine-grained,  Yale  man. 
Highly  respected  by  both  the  stu- 
dents and  the  faculty.  A  true  gentle- 
man of  the  old  school.  He  ate  at  our 
house  often.  Though  I  remember  in 
his  relations  with  students  he  was 
not  inclined  to  tolerance.  I  recall  one 
time  when  he  expelled  my  sister  from 
his  class  for  rendering  an  amusing- 
bit  of  slang  translation  from  her 
Latin  text."  The  girl  whom  he  ex- 
pelled, Dr.  Hatfield  went  on  to  say 
with  pride,  was  honored  bj'  having 
Hobart  House  dedicated  to  her  mem- 
ory after  she  had  been  killed  by 
heathen  soldiers  in  China.  "He  cer- 
tainly was  an  elegant  and  remark- 
able man."  Dr.  Hatfield  concluded. 


However  remarkable,  he  must  have 
been  a  rather  whimsical  individual, 
for  whatever  his  aesthetic  aspira- 
tions may  have  been,  Avhen  Univer- 
sity Hall  finally  emerged,  with  its 
steep  mansard  roofs,  surnnninted 
with  towers  and  turrets,  it  was  a 
ratlier  mongrelized  version  of  deriva- 
tive Gothic,  Early  Renaissance,  and 
other  forms  of  architecture. 

Considering  the  dedication  to  be 
no  less  than  a  major  event  in  the 
happenings  of  the  mid-west  at  tlie 
time.  The  Chicago  Tribune  carried 
tliis  front  ]iage  account  of  the  affair. 
"The  accommodations  of  Northwest- 
ern University  not  being  sufficient  to 
accommodate  the  large  influx  of  stu- 
dents, and  the  time  liaving  arrived 
when  tlie  finances  all(n\-cd  tlie  under- 
taking, the  )ireseiit  elegant  and  com- 
modious structure  was  begun.  This 
structure  which  compares  favorably 
with  any  university  building  in  the 
land  ^vill  be  occui)ied  by  the  scien- 
tific, the  arts,  and  the  engineering 
departments.  The  corner  stone  was 
laid  in  186G  and  the  building  wit- 
nessed comi)letion  in  1869.  The  build- 
ing is  admirably  constructed  of  brick 
and  stone,  the  latter  being  rock  face, 
which  gives  the  edifice  a  rich,  mas- 
sive, substantial  a]i])earance.  Total 
cost  of  the  structure  was  about 
$12r).()()()." 

Sufficient  as  tlie  Tribune  may  have 
felt  the  finances  to  be.  obviously  some 
of  the  trustees  were  already  endowed 
with  good  Northwestern  business 
sense.  And  for  some  time  tliere  were 
rumors  that  the  building  was  to  be 
erected  one  story  at  a  time.  Fortu- 
nately however,  the  ])rogressives 
won  and  the  threat  of  such  an  abor- 
tive architectural  monstrosity  was 
averted. 

The  building  was  comjileted  in 
18(i9,  a  rather  irregular  structure 
with  frecpient  indentations  and  jut- 
tings.  It  had  three  full  stories,  an 
attic,  and  a  basement.  The  partially 
finished  basement  housed  the  engi- 
neering school — two  lecture  rooms 
and  a  chemistry-physics  laboratory. 
It  is  an  interesting  commentary  that 
in  the  light  of  progress,  the  counter- 
part  of  the  engineering  school  now 


occupies  more  footage  than  the  com- 
bined space  of  all  other  rooms  used 
for  actual  academic  work  on  the 
Evanston  campus. 

It  was  in  the  basement  much  later 
that  the  Russian  chemist,  Ipatieff, 
was  given  a  laboratory.  The  admin- 
istration set  up  a  high  pressure  lab 
complete  with  a  huge  steel  case, 
tanks  of  oil,  and  an  enormous  shower 
bath  under  which  the  chemists 
soaked  tliemselves  putting  out  not  in- 
frequent fires.  Here,  the  work  was 
conducted  until  two  years  ago  when 
the  equipment  was  removed  to  the 
Teclinological  Building.  And  it  was 
on  a  tour  of  the  same  building  one 
Saturday  morning  that  a  young  Eng- 
lish professor  got  one  of  the  jolts  of 
his  life  when  the  guide  pointed  out 
the  heavy  steel  ceiling  and  walls 
which  gave  jn'otection  to  the  rest  of 
the  building. 

The  English  professor  remarked 
that  there  hadn't  been  any  such  walls 
or  ceiling  in  U.  H.  "Naw,"  tlie  guide 
reiDlied,  "it  was  an  old  l)uilding  any- 
way. But  they  had  it  fixed  so  it'd 
only  liave  taken  away  the  north  side 
of  the  |ilace." 

( )n  the  main  floor  was  a  large 
chapel  which  has  long  since  disap- 
peared. And  with  it  went  most  of  the 
Methodism.  Anyway,  chapel  attend- 
ance which  had  once  been  rigidly  re- 
quired was  made  voluntary,  and 
soon  the  service  was  done  away  with 
altogetlier.  Rules  against  dancing 
and  smoking  were  virtually  abol- 
ished. The  smoking  ban  uttered  a 
dying  gasp  several  years  ago  when  a 
faculty  meeting  was  called  to  ascer- 
tain wliat  was  to  be  done  to  curb 
smokers.  The  meeting  was  abruptly 
adjourned,  however,  when  one  of  the 
young  professors  stood  up  in  the 
smoke  filled  room  and  suggested  the 
first  step  might  be  for  the  faculty  to 
obe.v  the  rule. 

The  huge  plaque  inside  the  west 
entrance  on  the  northern  wall  seems 
to  be  the  one  remaining  concession  to 
jMethodism.  "Dedicated  to  the  Fair 
ilemory  of  Anna  Margarethe  Lange, 
Wife  of  Edmund  Janes  James.  7th 
President  of  Northwestern  Univer- 
sity,   Her    Husband    Dedicates    This 
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Tablet.  Tliankfnl  for  Her  Life.  Tt 
Was  a  New  Version  of  tlie  Ancient 
Story  of  Ruth.—"  Tlie  Boaz  incident 
was  omitted  in  this  version.  Or 
maybe  it  isn't  Methodism. 

The  second  tloor  housed  recitation 
rooms,  Dr.  Bonbright,  and  the  em- 
bryonic speecli  scliool.  For  it  was  in 
room  twenty  in  1878  tliat  Dr.  Cum- 
nock and  two  young-  ladies  founded 
speech  school.  In  two  other  rooms 
lived  the  elegant  Dr.  Bonbright. 

It  was  perhaps  strange  that  Dr. 
Bonbright  should  occupy  the  second 
floor,  but  stranger  yet  was  the  resi- 
dence of  Billy  Morgan,  the  one-eyed 
•colored  janitor,  and  his  eight  chil- 
dren who  lived  in  the  basenu^nt.  Billy 
heard  noises  every  night  and  in  the 
morning  he  would  regale  the  stu- 
dents with  stories  of  ghosts.  Nothing 
could  convince  him  that  the  sounds 
originated  in  Dr.  Bonbright's  rooms. 
He  remembered  too  well  finding  the 
body  of  the  man  M'ho  had  hanged 
himself  in  the  tower. 

The  third  floor  was  oceujiied  l:)y 
reading  rooms  for  professors  and  stu- 
dents and  by  the  University  Library. 


Dr.  Hatfield  was  librarian  there. 
Later  the  building  now  used  to  house 
the  nav.y,  formerly  Lunt  Administra- 
tion building,  was  erected  to  house 
the  library. 

The  fourth  floor  was  occupied  by 
the  ]\Iuseum  of  Natural  History,  liter- 
ary rooms,  and  dormitories.  The  mu- 
seum Avas  uuder  the  care  of  Dr. 
;\larcy,  another  gentleman  of  the  old 
school,  who  Dr.  Hatfield  described  as, 
"A  dignified,  venerable  man.  Taught 
Geology.  A  great  logician.  He  hated 
girls.  And  always  wore  a  jilug-hat 
and  swallow-tail  coat."  "Whatever 
liis  attitude  toward  women  he  was 
married  to  the  one  who  wrote  the 
dedicatory  hymn  for  U.  H. 

Dr.  IMarcy's  museum  was  known  as 
one  of  the  finest  collections  in  the 
country  and  contained  botanical  and 
zoological  specimens  from  the  imme- 
diate region  as  well  as  skeletons  of  a 
whale  and  an  elephant.  These,  Estelle 
Ward  says  in  The  Story  of  North- 
western University,  ai-e  still  in  paclv- 
iug  boxes  somewhere  on  the  premises. 
However,  competition  from  the  met- 
ropolitan  area  was  discouraging  to 
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"He  knoivs  Ms  stuff,  but  he  can't  present  it  as  u-ell  as  Herskovits. 


Dr.     Marcy's     successors     and     the 
project  was  abandoned. 

As  late  as  1879  great  cast-iron, 
wood-burning  stoves  were  found  in 
each  room.  And  Dr.  Hatfield  remem- 
bers well  that  an  excellent  way  to 
impress  the  teacher  was  to  bring  an 
armful  of  wood  for  the  fuel  box 
when  you  came  to  class.  In  1873  gas 
rei)laced  the  kerosene  lamps  that  had 
been  in  use  up  to  that  time.  The  class 
of  1879  donated  the  clock,  and  the 
class  of  '80  not  to  be  outdone  donated 
the  bells.  Water  was  installed  in 
1882.  And  upon  its  installation  the 
male  students  took  matters  in  their 
own  hands  and  ceremoniouslj^ 
marched  down  to  the  lake  front  and 
burned  the  wooden  toilet  fixtures. 
Thus,  the  trustees  hurriedly  had  in- 
stalled in  \J.  H.  those  which  are  still 
being  used. 

For  the  most  part,  both  educa- 
tional and  social  life  has  long  since 
been  transferred  to  other  places. 
Onlj-  the  English  and  Geology  de- 
partments remain  to  carry  on  the 
spirit  of  U.  H.  The  students  haven't 
lured  a  cow  into  the  belfry  since  the 
class  of  '79  tried  it.  Although  that 
might  be  explained  by  the  fact  that 
the  president  doesn't  let  his  herd  pas- 
ture on  Deering  Meadow  anymore. 

But  anyway  the  faculty  carries  on 
in  its  own  way.  It  was  back  in  '35  or 
'36  that  the  English  Department  in- 
stalled a  ping  pong  table  which  the 
Geology  staff  insisted  upon  using. 
All  of  which  would  have  been  quite 
fine — if  the  English  professors  could 
have  sejiarated  the  Geology  instruc- 
tors from  the  students.  They  couldn't 
and  frequently  attempted  to  chase 
them  away.  The  Geologists  grew 
quite  resentful,  and  it  finally  devel- 
oped into  a  general  fracas  in  which 
several  members  of  each  department 
ceased  speaking  to  those  of  the  other. 
The  repercussions  of  the  feud  are 
still  being  felt,  we  are  told.  And  in 
this  way  they  carry  on. 

The  Poem  of  Stone?  That's  what 
they  called  it  in  the  old  days,  those 
good  people  in  the  Athens  of  the 
West. 

— G.  EELLS 
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HOCK       NE       TO      SLEEP 


You  GOT  ]\IE  UP  EARLY  this 
morning,  I  said.  Yon  got  me  np 
early  and  you  walked  me  all  around 
and  I'm  tired  already.  I  wish  you'd 
put  me — 

Don't  be  stupid,  lie  said.  I'm  as 
tired  as  you  are.  And  what's  more, 
I'm  sick  of  talking  in  parallelisms. 
"Why  can't  you  see  tilings  as  they  are. 
There's  the  new  post  office,  there's  a 
policeman's  horse,  and  there's  a 
.sewer.   And  that's  all  there  is  to  it. 

I  see  what  you  mean,  I  said.  But 
with  me  it's  different.  This  is  all  new 
to  me.  I've  got  to  look  at  it,  figure  it 
out,  then  compare  it  to  something 
I've  seen  before.  Like  that  police- 
man's horse  you  were  talking  about. 
I've  never  seen  one  before.  Why,  I 
might  have  thought  it  was  a  sewer  if 
you  hadn't  been  here  to  tell  me  dif- 
ferent. You'd  feel  the  same  way  if 
you  were  in  my  place.  I'm  sure  you 
would. 

Guess  so,  he  said.  But  take  that 
building  over  there.  The  big  grey  one 
that  looks  like  a  cracker  box.  That's 
our  city  hall.  That's  where  every- 
thing is  run  from.  It  keeps  our  men 
from  playing  ball  in  tlie  park  across 
the  street.  It  keeps  our  wdiihmi  from 
sitting  at  bars.  It  keei)s  our  insane 
locked  up  and  our  poor  from  starv- 
ing. 

That's  great,  I  said.  AVondcr  if  you 


could  tell  me  where  to  get  a  drink  of 
water.  I'm  very  thirstJ^  I  guess  it's 
because  you  got  me  up  very  early 
and  we've  been  walking  around  a  lot 
and  I'm  not  used  to  it,  you  know. 
Even  if  I  do  find  it  interesting. 

Sure,  he  said.  Y^ou  can  get  a  drink 
right  over  there  through  tlie  park'. 
Turn  to  your  left  and  it's  the  red 
building  with  the  monkeys  in  it. 
Bend  over  the  spout  and  you  break  a 
beam  of  light  that  comes  out  of  the 
wall  and  the  Avater  shoots  u]i  in  a 
little  stream.  And  hurry,  will  you. 
I've  got  a  lot  more  I  want  to  show 
you. 

All  right,  I  said.  And  I  hurried. 

Come  over  liere,  he  said.  Come  over 
here  and  look  at  all  those  people  all 
the  way  down  the  street.  Not  one  of 
them  has  a  hat  on  and  do  you  know 
why.  It's  because  we're  at  war. 
We're  at  war  with  those  stinking 
Nazis  and  everybody  in  our  town  has 
given  up  his  hat  for  the  duration.  Of 
course  it  makes  for  a  lot  of  victory 
colds,  but  it's  pretty  damn  grand 
when  you  come  to  think  of  it.  Pretty 
damn  grand. 

Guess  it  is,  I  said.  But  I'm  rather 
liungry.  Do  you  suppose  you  could 
find  me  something  to  eat.  You  got 
me  up  very  early  and  we've  lieen 
walking  around  a  lot  and  I  haven't 
luid  aiivthing  all  dav,  \-ou  know. 


ti^' 


W^ 


OK,  lie  said.  1  know  just  how  you 
feel.  Can't  keep  your  mind  on  your 
mind  when  your  mind's  on  your 
stomach,  can  you  no^v. 

I  said  I  guessed  not  and  he 
hiughed. 

It's  riglit  over  there,  he  said.  Right 
tlirough  those  trees  and  behind  the 
sign  that  says  AUTOMAT.  Here, 
take  these  nickels  and  put  them  in 
the  slot  next  to  whatever  you  want. 
And  you  may  have  to  give  the  pen- 
nies to  the  cashier  at  the  door.  A  lot 
of  things  have  gone  up  to  seven  cents 
since  the  war,  you  know.  Oh,  yes, 
and  you  can't  have  meat  because  this 
is  Tuesday  and  we're  at  war  with  * 
those  stinking  Nazis.  Hurry  again, 
will  you.  There's  .still  a  lot  I'd  like  to 
sliow  you. 

All  right,  1  said  again.  And  1  hur- 
ried. 

Say,  he  said.  What  about  this. 
You've  got  a  real  treat  in  store  for 
you.  You  haven't  seen  our  new  eight- 
lane  outer  drive.  Look  over  here,  will 
you.  See  those  hundreds  of  cars  go- 
ing along  out  tliere.  See  how  smooth 
and  sleek  and  shining  they  are.  They 
can  really  go  twice  that  fast  but  we 
don't  let  them  on  account  of  the  war. 
Time  enough  for  speed  when  we  lick 
those  stinking  Nazis. 

That's  quite  amazing,  I  said.  But 
lidw  about  tliose  women.  The  ones 
over  there  on  the  corner.  You  got  me 
up  quite  early  and  we've  been  walk- 
ing around  a  lot  and  I'd  like  to  play 
with  one.  I  haven't  ])layed  all  day, 
you  know. 

Sorry  I  can't  help  you  on  that,  he 
said.  But  I  don't  know  them  myself, 
so  I  can't  very  well  introduce  you 
now,  can  I. 

I  guess  not,  I  said.  And  I  leaned 
over  and  tapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 

Huh,  what'd  you  say,  he  asked. 
I  said  I  wish  you'd  put  me  back  in 
my  bottle.   I'd  like  to  get  some  sleep. 

— SELZ 
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1.  HAND-PAINTED  TIES!  Yes  actually  hand-painted,  "Indi- 
vidual" in  every  detail— styled  by  D'Arsac  of  Fifth  Avenue 
New  York.   A  gift  every  man  will  be  proud  to  own     $6.50 

2.  Knitted  Suspenders  in  assorted  color  combinations  of 
Blue,  Red,  and  Tan.   Note  the  "penciled  ends" $1.50 

3.  Pure  Cashmere  Scarfs,  "soft  as  silk,"  but  really  made  from 
finest  grade  imported  wools $10.00 

4.  Muffler  and  Clove  Sets  in  Canary,  Tan,  Blue,  Creen  and 
White $2.95 

5.  Argyle  Hose  in  every  smart  pattern,  or,  if  you  prefer, 
Plain  Colors $1.85  to  $3.50 


Personalized  Key  Chains,  part  of  every  Man's  accessories, 

by  our  own  Jewelers $3,50  to  $10.00 

Something  entirely  new,  "Knotted  jewelry"  for  Men.  An 
ensemble  such  as  this,  featuring  Money  Clip.  Links,  and 
tie-bar,   in   "Rose-gold"   is   certain   to   please    HIM    this 

Christmas.  .  .  .  Set $15.00,  Individual  Units         $5.00 

"Birthstone  Links",  HIS  own  month,  always  a  favorite 

$3.50 
MEN'S  STORE,  FIRST  FLOOR,  CARSON'S 


1.  Belts,  hand-carved  "In  California",  Western  in  every  detail.  Sterling  Mountings  at. $7.50 

2.  Again,  this  Hand-carved  Wallet  will  add  to  this,  an  ensemble  already  popular  with  well-dressed 
^^" $5.00 

3.  For  National  Defense"  .  .  .  "No  elastic  available."    These   snappy  "Hand-carved"   Suspenders 
with  Sterling  Mountings  .  .  .  Western  as  the  ensemble  it  accompanies $5.00 

4.  "Wooden  Animals",  all  your  favorites,  hand-carved $1.00  &  $2.00 

5.  Genuine  Pig-Skin  gloves,  hand-sewn  in  that  popular  "gauntlet"  pattern  $7.50 


BW.  J 


Ready  for  rain  or  sun  above  in  a  hydrovized  jacket 
with  blue,  white,  and  scarlet  braid.  The  new 
material  without  rubber  is  along  priority  lines  and 
is  the  answer  to  all  sports  needs $7.95 

Turtle-necked  wool  vestee  peers  from  beneath, 
guaranteed  to  waylay  all  frisky  breezes $2.00 

The  woolen  cap  atop  sports  a  fur  pom-pom,  as  do 
the  ribbed  woolen  mits.  The  cap,  the  mittens, 
each  $1.15  at  Carson's  college  shop. 

Upper  right  is  a  cozy  black  velvet  hood,  kept 

snug  by  the  white  bunny  fur  lining  ..- $6.95 

To  complete  the  ensemble  are  matching  mittens, 
large  and  comfy $4.95 

These  home  rest  shoes  cannot  be  ignored  in  aqua 
and  royal,  red  and  green,  and  blue  and  red.  The 
peasants  show  us  how  to  be  gay  and  warm. ...$2.95 

Sweaters  such  as  this  one  to  the  right  are  all 
hand  fashioned  and  indispensable.  A  choice  of 
yellow,  white,  rose,  cherry,  navy,  black,  aqua, 
powder  blue  and  light  green  color  galaxy  ...$5.95 

The  double  strand  of  Richelieu  pearls  can  be 
made  secure  by  the  sterling  silver  clasp $7.95 
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Pssst!    Donner,  Blitzeri 

We  were  sleeping  in  an  old  bureau  drawer  the  other  night  because  all 
our  relatives  had  eonie  in  from  wherever  relatives  come  in  from,  and 
they  were  sleeping  in  our  bed.  We  really  don't  mind  sleeping  in  the 
drawer  so  much,  but  it  was  all  filled  up  with  Christmas  cards  and  they 
tickled  us.  After  shifting  about  for  an  hour  or  so,  we  became  irritated, 
lit  a  big  green  candle  that  smelled  like  a  pine  tree,  and  started  reading 
the  cards,  half-hoping  that  we  would  imbue  ourself  with  the  Christmas 
spirit  without  resorting  to  a  bottle.  We  were  feeling  real  nasty  when 
deadline  came  around  this  month,  and  we  just  thought  we'd  pass  these 
on  to  you  with  the  gentle  hint  that  if  you  send  us  anything  that  remotely 
resembles  them  you  are  just  plain  off  our  list! 

The  first  one,  bottom  left,  with  the  fireplace  and  wreaths  and  things,  was 
sent  to  us  by  an  uncle  who  has  been  married  three  times  and  should  know 
better.  We  feel  a  card  like  this  is  on  a  par  with  those  that  enclose  empty 
defense  stamp  albums.  Also,  we  know  this  isn't  a  picture  of  his  living 
room  because  he  is  too  fat  to  sit  in  the  chair,  and  we  can't  think  of  any 
reason  for  his  sending  a  picture  of  anyone  else's. 

The  second  one  with  the  candle  and  acorns  on  it  says  "Greetings  Dear 
Son"  on  it,  but  this  does  not  mean  that  our  mother  sent  it.  If  the  truth 
were  known,  it  was  sent  by  a  maiden  aunt  who  is  nearsighted  and  thought 
it  said  "Grifen  Der  Sung"  which  is  Czeckoslovakian  for  "May  All  Your 
Christmas's  Be  White."  She  is  really  a  very  nice  lady  but  she  has  hives. 
The  one  up  there  in  the  corner  was  sent  us  by  a  cousin  who  spent  a  sum- 


his  is  Meatless  Tuesday 

mer  at  Cape  Cod  and  never  got  over  it.  He  has  boats  on  the  wall  in  his 
room  and  you  have  to  twist  an  anchor  to  turn  on  the  hot  water  in  the 
bathroom.  The  greeting  inside  was  "Avast,  Mateys."  We  hate  him.  The 
one  up  there  with  the  foxes  on  it  was  unsigned  but  we  think  Bette  Davis 
may  have  sent  it. 

As  for  the  next  one,  we  are  happy  to  discover  that  Mexicans  believe  in 
Santa  Claus.   We  were  worried  about  it. 

The  darkish  one  on  top  was  sent  by  the  family  idiot  who  has  a  penchant 
for  snowmen.  He  is  running  for  Congress  on  the  Republican  ticket. 
The  three  around  the  corner,  starting  with  the  thing  on  the  bell  and 
ending  with  the  pregnant  elephant,  were  all  sent  us  by  the  same  girl  who 
thought  they  were  so  cute  that  she  couldn't  choose  between  them.  And 
that  one  down  there  in  the  corner  is  a  treasure.  The  reason  we  value 
it  so  highly  is  that  it's  home-made!  The  fingerprint  in  the  middle  of  it 
belongs  to  Ralphie  who  made  it  at  a  Boy  Scout  camp.  Goody! 
The  last  two  were  sent  us  by  more  aunts.  Both  send  us  Christmas  pres- 
ents too.  The  aunt  who  sent  the  last  one  gave  us  a  doll  every  year  until 
the  summer  we  were  ruptured. 

And  as  for  those  little  men  jumping  around  at  the  bottom  of  the  page, 
well,  they  kept  running  all  over  the  attic  during  the  night.  They  also 
did  push-ups  on  our  stomach.  Come  around  some  time  and  let  us  fix 
you  up  a  hot  Mickey. 
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LITA  pursed  her  lips  and  wound 
'  her  head  back  and  forth,  look- 
ing- for  the  "M"  in  "Melvin."  Straight 
on  the  chair  she  sat,  industriously 
peeking  out  the  seventeenth  mes- 
sage. Beside  her  lay  the  neat  little 
black  memorandum  book  with  the 
straiglit  columns  of  sorority  and  fra- 
ternity names.  Then  Melvin  came 
shuffling  through  the  door,  his  seri- 
ous, clay-colored  face  perched  above 
a  conservative  knitted  black  tie.  A 
victory  jacket  droojied  from  his 
slightly  liunched  shoulders. 

Lita  hurriedly  pecked  out  three 
more  letters,  then,  after  a  satisfied 
nod,  she  looked  up  and  said,  "Oh 
Melvin,  Professor  Bailey  would  like 
to  have  an  appointment  with  you 
this  afternoon  at  4:30." 

"OK,"  he  said  absently  staring  at 
her,  "but  who  are  you?" 

With  a  sudden  self-conscious  little 
move,  Lita  folded  her  skirt  under  her 
and  said,  "Oh  I'm  just  new,  but  I've 
had  a  stii¥  workout  already." 

"Well,  that's  the  kind  of  thing  we 
like  to  see." 

"Oh  I'm  wildly  excited  1  The  work 
is  both  interesting  and  educational." 

"If  eA^erybody  was  as  enthusiastic 
as  you  are  about  the  Student  Travel- 
ers of  ]\Iercy,  it  would  be  a  pretty 
Avonderful  world." 

There  was  a  slight  pause  as  she 
contemplated  his  words.  Then  she 
smiled  up  into  his  face,  and  he  said, 
"Let's  go  down  and  have  a  coke." 

He  shuffled  beside  her  through  the 
hall  and  into  the  grill.  She  felt  proud 
to  be  with  such  a  prominent  campus 
man.  Leading  her  to  a  table  at  the 
edge  of  the  dance  floor,  he  sat  down 
next  to  her.  "Soldier,  let  me  read 
j^our  letter"  spilled  like  houej-  out  of 
the  juke-box. 

"That's  a  lovely  song,  isn't  it?"  she 
said. 

"Yes,  it  makes  j'ou  really  feel  the 
tragedy  of  the  soldiers  who  don't 
have  any  girls  at  home  to  send  them 
letters." 

"That's  something  the  sorority 
girls  here  could  do.  They'd  be  glad 
to  send  letters  to  the  men  who  don't 
have  anvone." 


"We  should  do  such  things,"  he 
said,  leaning  far  over  and  gazing  so- 
berly into  her  eyes,  "and  a  girl  like 
you  who  has  such  constructive  ideas 
will  be  a  great  help  to  our  movement. 
And  after  the  war  the  Student  Trav- 
elers of  Mercy  will  give  bibs  to  the 
babies  and  milk  to  the  mothers  across 
the  sea." 

She  nodded  symjjathetically  and 
his  hand  slipped  around  hers.  In  the 
background  the  sad  tones  of  the  song 
kept  repeating  themselves. 

"You  know,"  he  said,  "I'm  working 
hard  at  this  Student  Travelers  coun- 
cil, but  when  I  graduate  I  feel  that 
somehow  everything  will  have  been 
in  vain.  The  council  will  melt  away. 
Xobody  will  be  interested  anymore. 
It  reminds  me  of  that  story  my  eighth 
grade  teacher  taught  me — " 

"Oh  tell  me,"  she  cooed,  resting  her 
head  on  her  hands  and  looking  into 
his  eyes. 

"Once  there  was  a  king  in  Egypt 
and  before  he  died,  he  asked  a  phi- 
losopher to  tell  him  the  history  of  the 
world  in  one  sentence.  The  words 
that  the  philosopher  spoke  were,  'And 
this  too  shall  pass  away.'  " 

"Oh  but  the  Student  Travelers 
can't  pass  away.  It  will  mean  so 
much  to  those  itoor  babies !" 

"How  would  it  be  if  I  made  you — 
president  ?" 

"But  they'd  never  elect  me !" 

"You  don't  know  campus  politics," 
he  said  with  a  little  deprecatory  mo- 
tion.  "It  could  be  arranged." 

"That  will  be  divine  !" 

"All  riglit  then,  let's  leave  it  at 
that.  I've  got  to  be  oft'.  I  have  to  see 
Professor  Bailey.  He  has  a  charm 
with  which  he  wishes  to  bless  the 
Student  Travelers." 

As  they  rose,  Lita  extended  her 
hand,  and  he  shook  it  coiirteously. 
Then  they  parted  and  went  toward 
different  doors. 

Coming  out  of  Scott  hall,  Lita 
gazed  appreciatively  at  its  Gothic 
sublimeness.  For  some  reason  she  re- 
called the  speech  which  President 
Snyder  had  given  in  Cobb  audito- 
rium to  the  freshman.  He  had  said 
that   fun,    facts,    faith,    and    friends 


were  the  tilings  we  come  to  college 
for.  Which  of  these  had  she  gained 
from  her  talk  with  ^ilelvin?  She 
knew — it  was  faith. 

— G.  EELLS  and  D.  FRIEDMAN 


"Astounding'  was  the  sight  of  the  long- 
forgotten  culture  suddenly  laid  before  you 
deep  in  the  jungle,"'  the  South  Dakotan 
described.  "It  made  me  realize  that  our 
civilization  is  not  the  first  nor  the  best." 
— Jim  Rathbun,  in  Daily  Northwestern 
Astounding,  too,  is  this  year's  Kirk  Oi'a- 
torical  Contest. 


Good  comedy,  Ave  decided,  should  always 
be  lilting,  and  recollection  of  it  should  al- 
ways bring  a  smile  to  the  face.  Good 
drama,  we  said,  will  stab  you  when  you 
see  it,  and  haunt  you  for  years  afterward. 

— Summer  Northwestern 
Xothing  like  a  slow  leak  to  keep  you  on 
vour  toes ! 


•'Baij/nu  hiiss  wlmlid  Alia,  u  Mo- 
humid  iliiii  illu — an'  pUz  to  pass 
the  ammunition!" 
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Editor's  Note:  The  navie  of  the  author  of  this  column  will  not 
he  given  out  upon  any  request. 


BY  THIS  time  we  would  imagine 
that  a  lot  of  people  are  getting 
a  lot  of  hell  for  supposedly  concoct- 
ing this  little  dish  that  may  be  hotter 
than  the  Mexican  tamale.  As  long  as 
the  campus  keeps  bubbling  over  with 
little  things  for  us  to  write  about, 
we'll  take  the  victims  over  the  hur- 
dles. Naturally  there's  no  hard  feel- 
ing— not  so's  you  could  notice.  As 
the  time-worn  saying  goes,  "If  the 
shoe  fits—" 

Back  in  tlie  -wondering-why  de- 
partment, and  there's  a  lot  of  mate- 
rial for  us  here.  Al  Pick  (of  the  kick 
and  pray  variety)  Sig  Chi.  after 
making  the  rounds  of  wolfish  haunts 
for  nigh  on  to  four  years,  has  finally 
settled  in  the  den  that  houses  Kappa 
Nancy  Middleton.  Only  goes  to  show 
what  M'aiting  around  long  enough 
will  do. 

N.U.  has  an  old  chorus  gal  from 
'way,  'wa.y  back.  Folks  of  the  Waa- 
Mu  days  will  remember  Ginger  Hoff- 
man, Tri-Delt.  In-again  out-again — 
and  what  about  D.TT.  Al  Geiss?  The 
wedding  was  put  off,  and  at  last 
reports  she  was  being  taken  care  of 
by  the  "brothers."  Amazing  what 
fraternity  love  will  do  for  lonely 
maidens. 

Here's  a  gem  (ouch!)  about  Chi 
Omega  Ruby  Green  who  has  been 
seen  on  several  ventures  into  the 
S.A.E.  house.  If  you  can't  have  one 
of  'em,  you  maj'  as  well  take  his 
brother.  This  time  she  snatched  a 
pin  from  Frank  Cumo.  Fascinatin' 
things,  these  pins.  Guess  the  IT.  of 
Indiana  isn't  the  only  ]ilace  where 
"floating  hardware"  floats.  Kids,  the 
hardware  'round  here  is  99  and 
44/100  percent  pure. 

Down    to    generalities — the    A()Pi 


house  is  jammed  full  of  Lambda  Chi 
pins.  Either  they're  getting  ready  to 
go  into  the  hock-shop  business  or 
they're  considering  re-naming  the 
house.  Maybe  the  pins  look  well 
together. 

Idle  curiosity  pr(uupts  us  to  in- 
((uire  as  to  the  health  of  last  year's 
up-and-coming  B.AV.O.C.  —  Kappa 
Bunny  Weichert.  We  got  the  news 
pretty  late,  we  suppose  (we  can't  be 
in  on  everj^thing — and  even  if  we 
could,  it  often  couldn't  be  printed). 
However,  it  seems  that  she's  JMrs. 
Tracy  now — which  only  goes  to  show 
that  there's  something  to  this  campus 
romance  business. 

Then  there's  Will  Miller,  Phi  Kap 

as  if  everj'one  didn't  know  !   The 

fact  is  so  darn  obvious,  especially  to 
Will  himself.  To  get  back  to "  the 
original  train  of  tliought  (we  pre- 
sume he's  on  the  right  track!)  what- 
ever happened  to  that  deal  with  Nan- 
cy Van  Keulin,  Al]:)lia  Phi?  A  case  of 
cold  rotten  eggs,  please. 

Every  place  that  is  any  ijlace  has 
an  eligible  bachelor — and  we  con- 
sider the  Phi  Gams  slightl.v  capable 
of  having  one.  Said  male  could  be 
Russ  Wendland.    He's  been   seen  in 


ttL. 


Hodell  asked  me  to  wear  my 
lime  green  net. 


the  I'i  Phi  House,  amoug  other  spots 
— and  first  he  has  his  pin,  and  then 
he  ha.sn't.  If,  perchance  "Wendy" 
forgets  to  wear  it — then  something 
will  no  doubt  be  done  about  it.  The 
females  on  this  campus  don't  let 
chances  like  that  slip  by ask  Lou- 
ise Glazei',  A.E.Phi.  who  got  Harry 
Simon's  Phi  Ep  hardware  by  mail. 
Even  the  army  can't  get  the  last 
laugh. 

Mentioning  triangles  is  like  start- 
ing a  fire  with  a  can  of  T.N.T.!  Not 
that  Betty  Knudsen  was  T.N.T.— not 
much — but  Jim  Tramel,  Plii  Gam, 
seems  to  have  touched  the  match  to 
the  keg !  Anyway,  the  elusive  "they" 
say  that  she  has  his  pin,  despite  the 
fact  that  she's  not  in  school. 

Janie  Bridges,  Theta,  is  once  more 
given  the  campus  men  a  break.  She 
thinks  it's  nice  to  be  "back  in  the 
fold"  again.  All  depends  on  who's 
doin'  the  "folding."  Seems  that 
there's  a  guy  by  the  name  of  Collins 
involved.  He  i)robably  knows  who 
he  is. 

Tri-Delt  Jo  Anderson  and  D.U.  Art 
Hutchison  were  soooo  much  in  love — 
well,  about  two  months  ago.  We  sup- 
pose that  George  of  somewhere-in- 
Wisconsin  has  entered  the  picture 
again.  George  always  has  a  habit  of 
breaking  up  Jo's  campus  flings.  An- 
other case  of  the  strings  attached, 
and  firmly  held,  by  the  lad  back 
home.  Anyway,  Jo  and  Art  ain't  no 
more. 

Bill  Andrews,  the  Scott  Hall  co- 
chairman,  has  been  seen  with  odds 
and  ends — no  insult  intended,  really 
Bill. 

Uniforms  get  'em  at  home,  pins 
get  'em  here.  A  charmingly  vicious 
thing — or  is  it? 
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HYGIENE  A  3.  Required  for  all  Liberal  Arts  women 
ami  offeriiifi'  two  hours  credit,  Hygiene  A  3  is  a  much 
too  general  study  of  material  you've  learned  in  high 
school.  You  will  concentrate  on  the  respiratory,  circvi- 
latorj',  digestive,  and  reproductive  systems  of  the  human 
bodj^  Later  in  the  quarter  civic  and  social  aspects  of 
hygiene  will  be  given  the  spotlight. 

Although  the  material  is  of  sound  value,  the  class  is 
dull.  The  textbook  is  good,  as  hygiene  texts  come,  but 
is  seldom  read.  Final  grade  will  depend  entirel.y  on  your 
final  exam  grade,  as  there  is  no  short  quiz,  no  paper,  no 
report.  The  professor,  I\Iiss  Abbott,  knows  her  materi.d 
but  is  not  well-organized  in  lecture  presentation.  She 
errs  in  allowing  herself  to  become  sidetracked  fi-om  tlie 
day's  subject  to  answer  inane  questions  at  some  length. 
Normal  acumen  should  warn  Miss  Abbott  that  these  are 
merely  student  "time-wasters."  Also  there  is  no  insist- 
ence upon  learning  terms  used  commonly  in  lectures. 

Frankl.y,  we  feel  tliat  iliss  Abbott,  who  is  head  of  the 
physical  education  department,  is  too  busy  to  handle 
this  course  in  addition  to  her  many  other  duties.  Hj'giene 
was  evidently  puslied  off  on  her  because  there  was  no 
one  else  to  do  it. 

In  the  final  analysis.  Hygiene  A  3  is  a  drone,  a  bore 
of  a  course  with  a  specified  amoimt  of  rote  memory  work 
to  do  before  the  final  exam.  Nothing  in  the  course 
stiniTilates  individual  thought  or  the  development  of 
any  particular  civic  health   consciousness. 

Fact  it,  this  course  is  being  taught  in  the  same  way 
that  hygiene  has  been  taught  for  the  last  ten  years  and 
the  standards  are  of  high -school  level. 


V 


ENGLISH  C  37.  A  study  of  18th  century  English  liter- 
ature, this  course  covers  the  period  from  the  Restoration 
to  the  French  Revolution.  During  the  first  quarter,  the 
works  of  John  Dryden  are  studied  intensively,  along 
with  other  prominent  authors  of  the  age — Bunyan. 
Pepys,  Defoe,  Addison  and  Steele,  etc. 

Lectures  and  outside  reading  are  closely  interrelated; 
classwork  proceeds  rapidly  and  smoothly  according  to 
a  definite  schedule,  which  allows  for  an  hour  exam  at  the 
end  of  each  two-weeks'  period.  Your  final  grade,  inci- 
dentally, will  be  just  evaluation  of  exactly  how  much  you 
know  and  how  much  work  you  have  put  into  this  course. 

Although  you  will  find  it  necessary  to  keep  up  with 
your  outside  reading,  it  should  prove  a  distinct  pleas- 
ure to  listen  to  Mr.  Case's  well-organized  lectures.  You 
will  write  for  a  solid  hour  taking  concise  notes  from  a 
lecture  packed  with  material. 

Mr.  Case  wins  the  respect  and  admiration  of  his  stu- 
dents because  he  is  just  without  being  harsh,  humorous 


without  being  coy,  and  friendly  and  sympathetic  with- 
out losing  his  natural  dignity. 

You  will  also  find  that  he  expects  a  more  mature 
approach  to  literature  than  that  of  your  elementary 
English  courses.  Not  only  must  you  know  what  an 
author  wrote,  but  also  how  and  why  he  wrote.  In  short 
you  will  be  exj^ected  to  know  what  determined  and 
characterizes  his  stvle  and  material. 


V 


INTRODUCTION  TO  ART  Bl.  Simplified  to  give 
you  an  introduction  to  the  general  nature  and  meaning, 
this  is  a  pot  pourri  of  the  "great  periods  of  art."  After 
only  a  couple  of  class  periods  you'll  be  able  to  just 
amaze  your  friends  with  an  allusion  to  some  character- 
istic of  Egyptian,  Summerian,  or  other  ancient  art. 

(Obviously  a  course  that  attempts  to  cover  so  great  an 
amount  of  material  must  liave  a  ratlier  superficial 
approach.  However,  with  keeping  a  notebook,  taking 
field  trips  to  the  art  institute,  and  attending  lectures 
you'll  finally  emerge  with  a  hazy  idea  of  the  whole  set  up. 

Both  Mr.  Webster  and  Miss  Sliller  are  quite  compe- 
tent, but  the  students  feel  that  too  much  is  being  at- 
tempt in  too  little  time  to  really  accomplish  anything. 
And  after  a  time  the  whole  course  degenerates  into  a 
contest  to  see  who  can  collect  the  longest  list  of  terms. 
Mr.  Webster  summed  up  the  situation  quite  adequately 
when  he  said  of  a  piece  of  Gothic  art,  "Now  it  is  a  hard 
thing  to  get  a  list  of  words  to  describe  this." 

V 

CORRELATION  OF  SCIENCE.  Tlie  .subject  matter 
of  tlic  course  is  strictly  limited  to  a  concentrated  study, 
in  three  quarters,  of  astronomy,  physics,  geolog.y,  zoo- 
logy, embryology,  chemistry  (plain  and  organic),  genet- 
ics, eugenics,  medicine,  anatomy,  dietetics,  and  palen- 
tology.  This,  of  course,  leaves  time  for  one  lecture  on, 
"Poison  Gas."  A  few  other  minor  fields  are  lightly 
touched  upon. 

Dr.  Scudamore  amply  covers  the  field  in  two  lectures 
a  week,  the  third  session  is  used  for  a  quiz.  The  sub- 
ject matter  is  so  involved,  in  its  scientific  exactness, 
that  it  his  been  found  necessarj'  to  give  the  students 
mimeographed  notes.  Almost  every  speech  school  stu- 
dent takes  the  course  as  it  is  the  easist  way  for  hina  to 
complete  his  science  requirement. 

The  final  exam  always  contains  the  extremely  touch- 
ing, scientific  question,  "AVhat  is  the  color  of  the  text 
book  in  this  course."  We  understaiul  that  this  is  a 
heavilv  weighed  question.^COMPILED  BY  JERRY 
WESLEY  AND  NANCY  HANSON. 
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LA  man  a  a  Sprang 

NOT  so  long  ago  there  was  a  girl  named  Amanda 
Sprang. 
Amanda  liked  to  think  that  she  tvas  an  aiithoress. 
Amanda  told  everybody  that  she  was  going  to  write 

and  ivrite. 
"I  shall  write  books  and  plays  and  poems  and  stories," 

she  said. 
That  ivas  Amanda's  greatest  ambition  in  life. 
As  Amanda  grew  older,  she  decided  that  writing  tvas 

not  so  easy  as  it  seemed. 
One  day  she  said  to  herself,  "Before  I  can  write,  I 

must  have  something  to  say." 
Amanda's  mother  t^as  very  happy,  and  so  she  said, 

"Amanda  is  growing  up." 
Amanda  grew,  ivhich  ivasn't  U7inatural,  and  finally 

Amanda  coidd  vote. 
She  sold  a  poem  and  received  five  dollars. 
Amanda's  mother  was  very  happy,  and  so  she  said, 

"Amanda  is  learning  to  write." 
Amanda  ivrote  stories,  and  her  pile  of  rejection  slips 

greiv. 
When  she  was  thirty,  her  room  needed  new  wall  paper. 
Amanda's  tnother  tvas  very  happy,  and  so  she  said, 

"Now  tve  can  use  Amanda's  rejection  slips." 
The  years  fletv  by  on  airmail  statnps. 
Amanda  greiv  older,  luhich  wasn't  unnatural. 
Amanda's  cake  on  her  birthday  had  fifty  candles. 
Her    mother    said,    "Amanda,    you're    not    growing 

younger. 
Why  not  get  a  criticism  of  your  writing? 
The  pile  of  rejection  slips  is  so  high  we  iiave  to  live 

in  the  kitchen." 
Amanda  sent  off  to  Hollywood  her  latest  book  about 

a  bassoon  player  lost  in  the  African  jungle. 
She  received  the  criticism  of  it. 
"My  dear  Miss  Sprang, 

This  w'ork  is  immature,  irrelevant,  and  unnecessary. 
I  am  convinced  that  you  have  not  lived. 
You  need  to  have  suffered  before  you  can  ivrite. 
All  great  writers  have  suffered. 
They  know  life. 
Look  at  Steinbeck.    Look  at  Carl  Sandburg.    Look 

at.  .  .  . 
Well,  look. 

You  don't  knoiv  life. 
You  have  not  lived. 

Go  out  and  suffer.    Then  bring  me  a  story." 
Amanda  was  broken-hearted.   She  sat  in  the  kitchen 

and  thought  and  thought. 
"What  can  I  do  to  live  and.  to  suffer?  .  .  .  What  can 

I  do?" 
Amanda  tvas  nervous  and  highstrung. 
She  couldn't  stop  biting  her  finger  nails. 
She  just  sat  in  the  kitchen  and  tvorried. 
Then  her  mother  came  home  to  fix  dinner. 
"Amanda,"  she  cried,  "just  look  tvhat  you've  done." 
Amanda   had    bitten    her   fingers    off    dear    to    her 

knuckles. 
Amanda's  mother  was  very  happy,  and  so  she  said, 

"Amanda  has  suffered  and  notv  she  can  ivrite." 

— FRANCESCA  WHITE 
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Failure  seemed  tlie  fate  for  Jean 

That  is.  until  tlie  (lav 
She  proffered  Piof  a  \\  int-0-Green 

And  walked  off  witli  an  "A." 


MORAL:  EverybodvV  l.roalh 
..ff.-ii.lM  now  and  then.  Let  Life 
Savcr«  Bweeteii  and  freshen 
Aonr  breath  after  eating,  drink- 
ing, and  Bniuking. 


A    BOX   OF   LIFE 
SAVERS  FOR 

THE   BEST 
WISECRACK! 


What  is  the  best  joke 
that  you  heard  on  the 
campus  this  week?  For 
the  best  line  submitted 
each  month,  there  will 
be  a  free  award  of  an 
attractive  cellophane- 
wrapped  assortment  of 
all  the  Life  Saver  Fla- 
vors. Jokes  will  be 
judged  by  the  editors 
of  this  publication. 


HECOHOINGS 

TECHNICALLY  imperfect  but  in- 
spired miLsicians  have  set  the 
style  for  most  of  the  so-called  hot 
take-off,  rides,  and  solos  of  present- 
day  swing-  and  jam  bands.  Such  men 
as  Jelly  Eoll  Morton,  Bix  Beider- 
becke,  Frank  Tesehemacher,  Baby 
Dodds,  and  Sidney  Bechet. 

It  is  of  Sidney  Bechet  (correctly 
pronounced  Beck-it)  that  we  must 
talk  now,  because  Mr.  Bechet  and  an 
augmented  group  have  produced  the 
first  honestly  unbridled  recording  of 
.jazz  .since  Pearl  Harbor,  We  recog- 
nize that  the  thick  vibrato  of  Bechet's 
sojn-ano  saxophone  may  seem  taste- 
less at  times,  and  that  he  occasion- 
ally finds  it  cramping  to  stay  in  key; 
but  that  is  why  we  like  him.  Sidney 
Bechet  is  musically  uninhibited, 

THE  MOOCHE 

"Tlie  Mooche"  (Victor)  is  an 
almost-standard  Duke  Ellington 
score,  spiced  up  with  orthodox  New 
Orleans  treatment.  Ellington  cut 
this  tune  some  time  ago  in  a  gentle 
manner  stemming  from  the  intel- 
lectual treatment  that  has  become 
synonomous  with  the  Duke's  name. 
I)pcliet's  band  literally  tears-it-down, 
while  adhering  strictly  to  a  slow- 
stoui])  tempo,  reminiscent  of  his  1939 
]>hu^  Note  Quartet  cutting  of  "Lone- 
some Blues" — although,  in  that,  he 
|ilayed  the  clarinet, 

Ellington's  offer  was  dinner-music 
compared  to  the  heart-felt  rendition 
of  Bechet,  whose  powerful  drive  and 
intense  conviction  manage  to  almost 
bodily  drag  an  inspired  Harlemite, 
A'ictor  Dickerson,  along  with  him. 
"Blues  In  the  Air"  (the  reverse 
side  of  "Mooche")  is  phrased  with 
line  dash  and  feeling,  but  comes  too 
(dose  to  the  Johiuiy  Hodges  manner 
for  comfort. 

BOLERO  (in  two  parts) 

When  Ravel  wrote  "Bolero"  it  was 
to  be  a  musical  illustration  of  a 
Freudian  theory  that  slow  steady 
repetition  can  build  up  a  power  in 
man  that  will  awaken  his  baser 
nature.  Witness  African  war  dances, 
death  chants,  and  the  infamous 
"Gloomy  Sunday"  story. 

AVliich  brings  us  to  Decca's  recent 
cutting  of  the  "Bolero"  by  Victor 
Young's  Orchestra,  Taken  at  a  can- 
ter tempo,  and  jerkily  building  up 
to  a  climax  that  it  never  (piite 
reaches,  this  recording  might  be 
"noveltv"   or   "cute," 

— GRITENWALD 
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So  TlilS  MONTH  we're  uot  go- 
ing shopping.  Instead  we're  look- 
ing at  the  results  of  the  South  Quads 
purchasing  expeditious  as  seen  in 
classrooms,  the  Grill,  and  on  party 
nights. 

One  of  the  pleasanter  sights-about- 
campus  this  niontli  was  Joannie 
Grubb  (r$B)  as  she  entered  History 
A  in  a  bright  yellow  skirt  and  a 
sweater  of  lavendar  hue. 

Recommended  for  a  second  glance 
are  those  initialed  sweaters  tliat  Su- 
sie Russell  (KA0)  owns.  We  special- 
ly approve  of  the  dark  green  one 
with  white  letters. 

We  would  also  like  to  mention 
that  Sue  Snively  (AF)  in  her  round- 
necked  dickey  and  blue  pullover, 
worn  with  a  natural  and  blue- 
checked  wool  skirt  had  us  babbling 
until  we  were  clothes-hoarse. 

Seeing  ilarcia  Goetz  (Willard)  on 
her  way  to  class  reminded  us  that 
we  certainly  like  red-haired  women 
in  green.  Marcia  wears  a  blending 
sweater  and  skirt  of  tliat  hue,  to 
make  the  effect  really  verdant,  she 
adds  a  green  top-coat. 

While  doing  our  grill-work  the 
other  day  we  caught  sight  of  a  cos- 
tume which  appealed  to  both  our 
patriotic  and  fasliiou  instincts.  It 
was  Sue  Costigan  (KKF)  in  her 
dark  blue  skirt,  red  sweater,  and 
white   dickey. 

Sue  Christy  (Willard)  adds  to  the 
campus  scene  in  her  dark  blue  gabar- 
dine suit,  the  jacket  piped  in  white. 

Whether's  it's  loyalty  and  school 
spirit  or  just  the  color  of  the  year, 
Betty  Moody  (AAA)  dons  purple  to 
form  a  more  than  neat  combination 

for  instance,  we  mean  her  purple 

tweed  skirt,  with  blending  sweater, 
and  long  purple  jacket  witli  slight 
trimming  in  white. 

Nancy  Spitzi  (Roland)  also  a  wear- 
er of  the  purple,  possesses  THE  date 
dress,  purple  wool  with  velveteen 
paneling  down  the  front.  To  this  slie 
adds  matching  sugar-jilnm  shoes,  liat 
and  bag. 

A  round  necklined  blouse  with  a 
small  strand  of  pearls  always  sug- 
gests neatness,  and  Betty  Roberts 
(AXQ)  looks  ju.st  that  in  hers. 

As  a  practical  and  smart  combina- 
tion we  point  out  Nancy  Clark's 
(Hobart)  gray  flannel  suit-skirt, 
slacks,  and  jacket  and  any  color 
sweater  may  be  added. 


"Why  should  I  hit  him?  He  promised  me 
some  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  after  the  fight" 


Bleiuleil  from  choice  Kentucky  buileys, 
Sir  Walter  Ralei^li  is  extra  iiiikl  — burns 
c<  )ul  —  with  a  deUghtful  aroma  all  its  own. 

SIR  WALTER 

RALEIGH 

PIPE   TOBACCO 

Smokes  as  sioect  as  it  smells   f 


UNION  MADE 


Blossoming  out  formally  for  tlie 
Triad  were  the  following  femmes : 

Blond  Clayton  (A$)  yielded  to  the 
cosmic  urge  in  a  gown  of  old  rose 
satin  trimmed  with  Kolinsky. 

Sally  Perry  (AAA)  looked  radiant 
in  her  full-skirted  dress  of  blue  slij)- 
])er  satin,  worn  witli  Johnny  ^lac- 
Donald. 

Rosemary  Getke  (HBG)  compli- 
mented Iter  dark  beauty  with  white 
crepe  and  rhinestones  in  a  strapless 
formal  that  rates  a  Navy  "E." 

We  started  dreaming  of  a  white 
Christmas  when  Kappa  Midge  Her- 
man appeared  in  a  full-skirted  gown 
of  white  with  a  brilliant-sprinkle 
bodice. 

Di  Hamilton  (AF)  dazzled  the  Sig- 
ma Chis  in  a  yellow  and  black  lace 
dress  straight  from  a  Spanish  bal- 
cony. The  effect  was  completed  by 
a  lace  mantilla  atop  the  Hamilton 
iiair. 

Marilyn  Ogden  (nB<I>)  danced  at 
the  Triad  in  a  brown  net  dress  with 
gold  accents. 

Patsy  Hill  kept  up  the  Kappa 
glamour  standard,  looking  like  a 
smoke  dream  in  grey  net. 

— B.  DAVEXPOET 
K.  KOCH 


CALIFORNIA 
BRICK  KITCHEN 

(One    of   22   Famous    Restaurants) 

Opposite  North  Shore  Theatre 

Just   West   of   Howard    St.   "L" 
Station 


Finest  Barbecued 

Spareribs  in 

America 

Better   Sandwiches 

FREE    PARKING 
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LAST  NIGHT  my  brother  Avas  playing  a  new  piece  on  his  oboe.  I  asked 
'  him  what  it  yvas.  "The  'South  Dakota  Stomp,'  "  he  said. 
And  I  could  hear  my  sister  singing  "Rhode  Island  Reverie"  in  the  bathtub. 
I  was  born  in  Portland,  Maine,  and  it  hurts.  Almost  every  other  state  has 
a  song'  dedicated  to  it.  but  there  is  a  false  belief  that  the  word.  "Maine,"  is 
stiff  and  unpoetical.   Well,  it  isn't. 

"I'm  fishing  for  rock  bass  in  your  streams, 
I'm  camping  out  'neath  your  moonbeams, 
I'm  planting  potatoes  in  all  my  dreams 
Of  MAINE. 

I'm  hoping  to  see  your  irregular  coastline. 
I'm  hoping  to  see  your  lakes  and  woods  sublime. 
I'm  hoping  to  sec  that  old  mother  of  mine 
In  MAINE. 

I'm  going  to  get  in  my  old  canoe 

With  my  Kennebunkport  girl  with  eyes  of  blue 

And,  paddle  away  till  dreams  come  true 

When  I  get  back — I've  gotta  go  back — ichen  I  get  back  to 

MAI-AI-AINE. 

There.  I  see  no  difference  between  that  and  "Beyond  the  Ides  of  Ilillsaho" 
except  that  my  "Maine"  has  a  little  more  continuity. 

I  have  no  connection  with  the  state  of  Oregon  except  that  both  Maine  and 
Oregon  have  cities  named  Portland.  I've  never  been  there  so  I  consider 
myself  a  fit  person  to  eulogize  it  with  verse.  Musically,  I  should  like  this  bit 
to  be  set  to  conga  rhythm.   Remember  "One,  Two,  Three,  Kick  T' 

"Ore-re-gon  (kick) 

Ore-re-go)!'  (kick) 

Ore-re-gon'  (kick) 

Ore-re-gon'  (kick) 

Come,  come  away  to  Eugene 
See  our  university 
See  our  fair  coeds! 

Come,  come  to  Crater  Lake 
See  snow-capped  Mt.  Hood 
Try  your  luck  on  skis! 

You'll  never  want  to  leave  here 
You'll  meet  a  beauty  queen  here 
And  raise  a  family! 


Ore-re-gon'  (kick)" — etc.,  etc. 


I  can  hear  ('ugat 
Here's  another  : 


)lavinu'  it  now — with  that  Pan-American  smile. 


"Utah,  Utah,  home  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake 
Utah,  Utah,  your  beauty  is  no  fake 
Utah,  Utah,  tell  the  one  I  love 
That  I  know  skies  will  soon  be  blue  above. 

It's  true  I've  gone  away 
But  I'll  be  coniin'  back 
As  soon  as  Uncle  Sammy 
Licks  the  bloomin'  Jap — 


This  Christmas  Give 

Phntographs 


Eugene  L.  Ray  is  noted 
for  his  quality  work  with 
the  Junior  Syllabus  pic- 
tures. Juniors,  why  not 
visit  Eugene  L.  Ray's 
Studio  with  a  double  pur- 
pose in  mind?  Please  the 
family  with  a  new  natural 
photograph  of  yourself. 

Eugene  L.  Ray 

Northwesfern's  Official 
Photographer 


1606  Chicago   Ave. 


Uni.  2238 


PRINTING 

AT  ITS  BEST 
FOR  EVERYTHING 

By 

E. 

Rea 

L.  KAPPELMAN 

r    1620    Sherman    —    Tel.    Uni.    0733 
Printer  to  the  Purple 

FOR   MEN    WHO 

PREFER 
FINE    SERVICE 


CLASSIC 

Barber    Shop 

OPPOSITE  VARSITY  THEATRE 

1721  Sherman  Ave. 
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HOOS' 
CRX  12 

An  Effective  Cold 

Treatment 

50  c 

HOOS  DRUG  STORE 

Photo  Copies 

Birth  certificates — service 
and  school  records. 

Thesis  Illustrations 

Charts — illustrated  pages, 
tables,  maps,  etc. 

Application  Photos 

Job  and  Service.    Photos 
for  wallets. 


^ 


Evanston  Photographic  Service 

1854  Sherman  Avenue 
Evanston,   Illinois 


DON'T  THROW  AWAY 
YOUR  SHOES 

They  Can  Be 
Successfully  Repaired 

* 

JACK'S  SHOE  REPAIR 

1731  SHERMAN 


Utah,  Utah,  I'll  be  true  to  you 
Utah,  Utah,  to  you  I  will  be  true 
Utah,  Utah,  whatever  else  I  do 
I  ivill  be  sure  to  name  my  first  son 
after  you." 

This,  I  tliinli,  is  my  best.  And  why 
not  ?  I  spent  one  -H-liole  snnimer  in 
Boxelder  County,  Utah,  Utah,  and 
got  to  know  some  natives  who  like 
the  place  quite  well. 

Onee  I  knew  an  S.  A.  E.  who  came 
from  Cheyenne.  Chej'enne  wouldn't 
claim  him,  Init  that's  irrelevant.  The 
fact  is  that  he  inspired  me  to  write 
new  words  to  liis  fraternity  song'. 

"Wy-oming',  Wij-oming',  you're 
much  siveeter  than  the  rest 

Wy-oming' ,  Wy-oming' ,  emblem  of 
the  golden  west — " 

I  can't  finish  it. 

Uve  suddenly  become  very  ill.  A 
man  is  standing  in  the  doorway  who 
says  his  name  is  Lombardo.  He  wants 
to  be  the  first  to  feature  my  new 
songs. 

And  I  was  counting  on  their  reach- 
ing the  Ileidt. 

I  feel  T  have  failed. 

— B.  STTAXUF.Y 


K^ood    ^ellc 


oivA 
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u 

The  River  Inn 

GLEN  VIEW 
Wagner  Rd.  &  Lake  Ave. 


On  COLD   Winter  Days 

Stimulating 

Hot    Chocolate 

[ieiiieniher — 
We  Serve  Cokes  All  Day 

THE  BIG   DIPPER 

ACROSS    FROM   WILLARD 


Allan  D.  Cunningham  &  Son,  Inc. 


Manufacturers  of  Fine  Ice  Cream 


^A  nutritional  food  of  the  highest  quality" 


2152  GREEN  BAY  ROAD 
EVANSTON,  ILLINOIS 


University  3220 


DECEMBER,        1942 
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—  "anh  mart 
all  your 
(lIljriBtmaBpa 
bp  uil|itp" 


NELSON    BROTHERS 
LAUNDRY     CO. 

UNI.  0420  1014  Davis  St. 


THE     NORTHWESTERN     STUDENT 

CO-OP 

1726   Orrington   Aye. 
Cre.   2600  Evsnston 

The  Students  Most  Complete 
Supply  Store 

•  GIFTS 

•  FINE   DEVELOP- 
ING and 
PRINTING 

•  GREETING 
CARDS 

•  STATIONERY 

•  SPORTING 
GOODS 

•  FOUNTAIN 
PENS 

"Slioi)  at  thr  Co-op  &  Savr" 

NORTHWESTERN    CO-OP 

In    the    Orrington    Hotel    Bldp. 

EVANSTON 


GUY  I  USED  TO  KNOW 


■'"T^ODAY  was  mostly  firay  with 
J.  low  (^Jouds  and  drops  of  rain 
tiring  in  a  strong  wind.  It  swept  over 
tlie  campus  malving  leaves  and  the 
edges  of  coats  go  up  in  little  swirls. 
Uncovered  hair  tossed  about  and 
notebook-leaves  fluttered.  I  walked 
quickly  by  Scott  Hall.  Then  from 
no  particular  direction  I  heard  my 
name.  I  stopped  and  looked  around. 
The  wind  bit  into  my  eyes  and  drew 
water.  Tlirough  the  film  I  saw  a  fel- 
low approaching.  He  took  great 
strides  throwing  each  foot  out  as 
far  as  his  length  allowed,  liis  green 
coat  sticking  to  the  bacJv  of  his  legs 
because  of  the  wind,  and  his  red  haii- 
Hying  above  his  thin  face.  Recogni- 
tion came. 

"Tom  !"  T  yelled,  "for  God's  .sake!" 
I  waited  for  liim  to  come  closer. 
"Hello    Cam."    He   said    this   in   a 
very  matter-of-fact  way,  as  if  he  had 
seen  me  only  yesterday. 

"What'i'c     you      doing      here,"      1 
thought  you  were  in  New  York?" 
"I  was.  I'm  going  to  Spring  Green." 
"Spring  Green?    Oh!  Wright." 
"Yah,  I   knew  you  were  out  here 
so  I  thought  I'd  come  out  before  my 
train  leaves.    It  leaves  at  6  :-15." 
"You  can't  stay  for  a  few  days?" 
"Well    hell,    I'd    like   to   Cam,"  but 
they're  expecting  me  so  I  gotta  be 
there  on  time." 

I  nodded  my  head  and  then  "let's 
get  sonu>  coffee,  we  can  go  right  in 
here." 

We  M'ent  down  in  tiie  grill  ami  sat 
down  at  an  emjit.v  table  near  the 
juke-box.  Tom  leaned  back  in  his 
chair  and  looked  around,  then  lie 
stuck  his  hand  in  his  over-coat 
draped  over  the  hack  of  his  chair. 
He  handed  me  an  apple.  He  laughed 
and  said  "Father  gave  me  these  be- 
fore I  left  in  case  I  run  out  of  money 
before  I  get  there." 
"There?"  I  asked. 
"Spring  Green.  They  are  good 
but—" 

"Dli  of  course.  Spring  (ircen.  yes." 
I  leaned  on  the  table  and  looked 
down  at  the  coffee.  I  had  carelessly 
dropped  ashes  in  it.  They  floated 
around  seeming  to  go  in  circles.  Some 
hit  the  side  of  the  cup  and  stayed 
there,  stuck.  Stuck  like  flies  on  glue 
|)a))er,  like  rose-dust  on  the  snow, 
iikt — " 

"Say,  this  is  a  mad  place,  it's  fine." 
"Just  like  Commons  in  New  York," 
1  said. 


"Ha,  Ha,  Ha,  yeah!  Damn,  I  could 
do  a  stiff  assignment  in  Calculus 
here.  Really,  you  know,  I  like  to 
work  where  they'res  music  and  peo- 
ple, something  going  on.  It  makes 
me  feel,  I  could  write  here,  the  at- 
mosphere gives  me  ideas.  Well  hell 
I  used  to  study  in  a  drug  store  when 
I  was  in  High  School." 

Tom  spoke  in  his  characteristic 
way,  sort  of  drawling  monotones 
]iitched  rather  low  with  the  slightest 
trace  of  humor.  Even  when  serious 
he  talked  with  a  little  smile,  some- 
times sad,  sometimes  bitter.  He  didn't 
have  much  money.  His  clothes  were 
well-worn  and  when  he  wore  a  suit, 
it  was  the  same  one  you  had  seen  him 
in  before.  His  mother  played  cello 
in  the  xVlhany  Symphony  orchestra. 
Last  year  he  had  gone  to  college  in 
New  York  with  a  scholarship  but 
couldn't  adjust  himself  to  the  routine 
of  college-life.  Now  he  was  going  to 
study  architecture  under  Frank 
Lloyd    Wright  u])   at   Spring  Green. 

I  tiirew  the  core  of  my  apple  away 
and  got  up  to  get  a  fresh  cup  of 
coffee.  I  pushed  a  tray  along  the 
silver  bars  and  picked  up  a  |)iece  of 
apple  pie  then  coffee.  Wanted  to  eat 
the  cooked  apple  in  a  ])ie  after  eating 
a  crip,  raw  fresh  apple.  Crazy  idea. 
What  was  Tom  going  to  say  about  his 
aj^jib's  when  I  butted  in?  When  I  got 
back  to  the  table,  I  asked  him. 

"Oh,  I  was  just  thinking  they  prob- 
ably won't  be  as  good  as  the  apples 
up  in  Sju-ing  Green.  Dig  the  "Hawk." 
He  motioned  with  his  liand  towards 
the  juke-box.  "Siich  fine  i)hrasing 
and  tone.  You  know.  1  met  a  guy 
on  the  train" — he  smiled  slightly 
then  iidialed  on  his  cigarette,  looked 
at  a  couple  dancing  as  he  exhaled — 
he  was  coming  to  Chicago  to  get  a 
job  with  some  steel  company.  Last 
night  we  had  some  drinks  together 
in  the  club  car  and  we  started  talk- 


Mi. 


'uii're  the  u)ih/  student  I've 
realhj  changed.'' 
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ing  about  music.  lie  liked  all  kiuds — 
jazz,  opera,  symphonic,  etc.  He 
played  the  piano  a  little  and  said  he'd 
done  some  composing  but  hadn't  got- 
ten anything'  jniblished.  He  looked 
like  he  comes  from  a  rather  wealthy 
family,  doesn't  liave  to  worry  about 
money.  He  sjjent  three  years  at  Co- 
lumbia, and  then  got  a  little  place 
in  the  village,  did  nothing  for  two 
years  but  write  music,  poetry,  and 
read.  Anyway  then  we  began  talking 
the  war  and  he  said  what  a  wonder- 
ful civilization  was  going  to  evolve 
out  of  the  present  war,  that  people 
would  be  happy  instead  of  always 
worrying  and  cynical.  He  said  that 
everybody  would  really  be  equal  and 
entitled  to  an  education  whether  they 
were  poor  or  rich.  He  didn't  exactly 
say  how  all  this  would  come  about, 
but  that  it  was  done  in  Russia  and 
so  could  be  done  here." 

"Sounds  like  a  good  idea,"  I  said. 

''Yeah,  damn  I  agree  with  him.  I 
told  him  I  thought  so  too." 

Tom  put  his  cigarette  out  in  the 
remains  of  his  coffee.  There  was  a 
little  i)ishing  sound.  Scott  Hall  was 
about  half  full.  It  was  getting  late 
and  most  of  the  students  were  leav- 
ing. Yet  others  were  coming  in  foi- 
dinner. 

"Nice  places  for  legs,  these  tables," 
Tom  said.  He  laughed.  "A  fine 
thing." 

"Where  do  you  catch  youi-  train 
Tom?    It's  almost  5:30." 

"Here  in  Evanston,  plenty  of  time." 

Well  here  we  are  in  Scott  Hall. 
Tom's  got  to  go  up  to  Spring  Green, 
and  I  knocked  mv  ashes  in  mv  coffee 


and  some  of  them  hit  the  sides  of  the 
cup  and  stuck  there  like  flies  on  glue 
paper,  like  rose-dust  on  the  snow. 
Xow  what  the  hell  is  that?  rose-dust 
on  the  snow.  You  know  a  rose.  In 
the  early  morning  up  at  Spring  Green 
they  look  fresh  and  beautiful  with 
dew  on  them.  And  the  sun  goes  up 
behind  the  trees  and  makes  the  cool, 
night-left  air  grow  warm.  And  in  the 
sun  and  the  warm  air  the  petals  open, 
and  then  the  rose  is  big  and  full  and 
its  smell  flavors  the  air  all  around. 

— in  a  class  of  life  such  as  yours 
and  mine,  we  are  told  by  knowing 
voices  that  all  is  well  and  as  it  should 
be.  Of  course  they  say  that  there 
are  other  things  which  could  be  bet- 
ter; but  in  a  wise  and  business-like 
voice  they  come  back  with  the  great 
truth  that  these  things  are  due  to 
"human  nature"  so  let  us  go  on  in 
our  usual  way,  "we  want  no  change 
here,  we  have  attained  the  end,  the 
ultimate  in  living."'  And  so  like  a 
rose  up  in  Spring  Green  we  have  a 
perfect  form,  a  great  society.  But 
for  those  who  care  to  just  look,  to 
take  notice,  imperfections  will  be 
seen.  Won't  go  into  them.  The  im- 
portant thing  is  what  is  happening 
now,  decadence,  deterioration,  de- 
struction, like  a  rose  up  in  Spring 
Green  wilting  into  rose-dust  which 
falls  on  the  snow.  But  we  don't  fret 
over  our  falling  bridges.  We  build 
new  and  better  ones.  Remember 
what  that  fellow  said,  the  one  Tom 
met  on  the  train  last  night  ? — 

On  a  cold  cloudy  day  like  today, 
there  are  no  more  roses  up  in  Spring 
Green.    Only  rose-dust  on  the  snow. 

"Well   Gam.   1    better  be   o-oing.    I 


got  a  little  time  left  yet,  but  I  don't 
want  to  miss  my  train." 

Tom  stood  up  and  pulled  on  his 
coat.  There  was  a  bulge  in  his  left- 
hand  pocket  where  the  apples  were. 

"So  long  Cam,  see  you  later." 

And  then  he  was  out  the  door. 
That's  all  there  was  to  it,  just  as  if 
he  were  going  to  see  me  tomorrow. 

A  guy  came  up  to  me  at  the  table. 
"Who's"  that?" 

"Oh  a  guy  I  used  to  kiuiw  in  New 
York,"  I  said. 

Sort  of  a  queer-looking  duck,  isn't 
he  ?" 

Then  thoughtfully,  "Yeah,"  i  said, 
"sort  of  queer." 

"Where's  he  goin'?" 

"Spring  Green."  _ 

"Spring  Green  ?  Ha  I  that  sounds 
just  like  him,  like  poetry." 

Absently,  "They  even  got  rose-dust 
uji  there." 

"Wha— What?" 

"Oh,  nothing,  nothing." 

—G.  BTNKLEY 
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....  The  Christmas  gifts  for  the  folks  at  home  will  be  doubly  ^ 
thrilling  if  you've  chosen  them  from  our  collections  of  silver,  | 
crystal,  china,  leather  | 
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Cocktail  plates  with 

comic  pictures  from  old 

songs.    Assorted  dozen 

$8.00 


Beautiful    crystal    per- 
fume bottles.  Long  stop- 
pers.   Many  designs. 
$3.00  pr. 


Leather  and  bronze  cig- 
arette box  in  brown  or 
crimson  with  gold  crest. 
$5.00 


Heavy    glass    paper 

weight  with  snow  scene 

when    shaken.     Quaint! 

$1.00 


TATMAN-707  CHURCH  STREET 

OPEN    MONDAY  AND  THURSDAY   EVENINGS 
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The  (itliei-  iiij;lit  luiljody  else  want- 
ed the  i)ai)er  so  i  got  to  look  at  it. 
I  didn't  really  read  it  all,  but  I 
looked  at  the  pictures.  Lately  J 
haven't  been  looking  at  the  pictures 
so  regularly  because  they  send  them 
over  some  sort  of  wire  and  they're 
all  full  of  dots  and  1  can  never  rec- 
ognize the  i)eoi)le  in  them  even  if 
thej''re  my  brother  or  someone  like 
that.  AVell,  anyway,  this  night  T 
looked  at  all  the  pictures  and  didn't 
see  anyl)()(l>'  I  kudw,  so  T  was  forced 
to  start  i-eadiiig  those  little  stories 
tliey  have  arounil  the  bottoms  of  the 
pages.  They're  always  real  interest- 
ing and  ill  this  one  jiaper  I  found 
out  that  somebody  named  Thorkelson 
was  suing  Walter  Winchell  for  a 
coujile  of  hundred  tliousand  dollars 
because  ^Yillcllell  had  listed  him  as 
one  of  the  "Americans  "We  Can  Do 
Without."  and  that  some  woman  had 
given  bii'tli  to  a  fourteen  ouiu-e  hab>' 
four  months  early  and  they  were 
keeping  it  alive  on  milk,  aiul  that  a 
soldier  uses  eighty  cans  of  things  a 
year  and  a  civilian  only  uses  forty. 
Peeling  much  the  wiser  for  my  read- 
ing, and  better  equipped  generally  for 
facing  Life,  T  was  just  about  to  re- 
turn to  my  prosaic  existence  when  I 
came  upon  the  folldwiiig  arti(de: 

Davis  Theater 
For  Davis  Fans 
Open  To  Public 

The  liette  Davis  Memorial 
Theater  has  been  erected  in  her 
honor  by  Miss  Davis's  studio, 
Warner  Brothers.  Construction 
has  been  completed  and  the  thea- 
ter is  about  to  open  with  its  first 
program,  as  yet  unannounced. 
"All  pictures  presented,"  the 
management  stated,  "will  either 
feature  or  star  ]\Iiss  Davis.  We 
want  her  to  feel  that  our  little 
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theater  is  a  real  tribute  to  her, 
as  Hollywood's  greatest  actress." 
If  ]Miss  Davis  isn't  touched  by  this 
tender  tribute  I  am.  I  can  see  great 
]>ossibilities  for  a  theater  of  this  sort 
already  and  am  so  excited  about  the 
whole  business  that  I  have  prepared 
a  one-reel  script  which  1  feel  will 
bring  out  the  ultimate  in  ]\Iiss  Davis 
and  also  insure  the  reputation  of 
her  memorial  theater. 

Scene:  Halfivuy  up  a  snoir-cov- 
ercd  mountain.  A  girl  (Miss  Davis) 
is  seen  walking  along  the  road.  She 
is  wearing  minfc.  and  a  ivhite  formal 
and  she  has  been  soaked  by  the 
rain.  She  carries  a  small,  brown 
valise  and  a  large,  red  handker- 
chief which  she  has  been  using  to 
flag  passing  cars.  She  iralks  slowly 
until  she  comes  to  a  sudden  bend 
in  the  road  where  a  conspicuous 
sign  attracts  her  attention.  She 
reads  the  sign  aloud. 
GIRL:  "Keep  to  Left— 2000  foot 
crevass."  If  I  can't  have  him,  no 
one  can.  I  hate  him  I  hate  him  I  hate 
him.  I  don't  even  want  the  child. 
It's  his  child.  He  was  the  first  man 
who  ever  called  me  "Darling."  (She 
opens  valise,  takes  out  paint  and 
brush,  changes  sign  to  read  "Keep 
To  Right."  Several  cars  come  by  and 
as  none  of  them  stops  when  she  flags 
them  thej'  fall  into  the  crevass.  Final- 
ly a  long,  black  sedan  stops  and  the 
girl  pulls  ojien  the  door  and  jumps 
in.) 


GIRL:  It's  you,  John.  I  knew  you'd 
come  for  me.  While  I've  been  alone 
on  this  mountain,  I've  been  thinking 
of  you  ev'ry  moment.  You  and  our 
child.  (Child  with  blonde,  curly  hair 
pops  out  of  back  seat,  says  "Mom- 
my," and  the  girl  kisses  it  violently.) 
GIRL:  Go  out  and  play  a  moment. 
Darling.  I  want  to  talk  to  your 
father  alone.  (Child  goes  out  to 
jilay,  sees  sign,  turns  right,  falls  into 
crevass. ) 

GIRL:  I've  done  it  again,  John.  I'm 
bad  and  I  know  it.  We're  all  bad, 
our  family.  ^ly  father — (Girl  is  in- 
terrupted by  flash  of  lightning  which 
has  hit  the  mountain  above  them, 
causing  a  land  slide). 
JOHN:  (taking  off  mask)  I'm  not 
John,  I'm  your  father.  That  wasn't 
your  child,  that  was  the  mongoloid 
idiot  who  used  to  live  next  door. 
You  would  have  told  him  how  I 
killed  your  mother  —  intracellular 
gaposis,  the  coroner  called  it.  Well, 
you'll  never  have  the  chance.  (Starts 
car,  sees  sign,  instead  of  driving  over 
cliff,  drives  home  by  mistake.) 
(Padeout  scene  shows  girl  sitting  on 
fence  jdaying  with  mummy's  foot. 
John  is  sitting  next  to  her  holding 
their  dead  child  up  by  its  right  arm. 
He  bends  over  to  girl,  obviously 
suggesting  some  new  atrocity.) 
GIRL :  Let's  not  ask  for  the  wound, 
John.  We  have  the  scars, 
(curtain) 

—SELZ 
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E  CAN  MIX  *EM  AND  MATCH  'em,  tcport  Pcggv  Da\idson,  Tri-Dclt,  and  Rub\-  Green,  Chi 
Omega,  who  are  both  wearing  suits  of  the  new  Sequoia  elotli,  ravon  gabardmc  that  looks  and  feels  like  wool! 
Jackets,  12.95;  sl^irts,  7.95;  slacks,  8. 95.  All  come  in  luscious  colors,  China  Sea  (aqua),  natural, 

bright  red,  black,  beige,  winterwhite.  Perfect  for  off-campus  weekends! 

COLLEGE   SHOP  •   -|TII   ELOOR 


More  than 
ever 


Copyrigh!  1912,  LiGCETT  &  Mvmb  Tobacco  Co. 


